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ACT I; Scene I 


The Veraniab of Govsrnmtnt House, feiHarla. 

On the audience's Left an double doors leading to the 
ball and the main living-rooms of the bouse. On the Right, 
the verandah continues at an angle. At the far end of this 
angle, out of sight, then are steps leading donni into tbs 
garden. 

The t)ien> of the bay and the mountains is spectaeidar 
and the tops of tropical trees and foliage can be seen belojv 
tbs verandah rail. The verandah is furnished with 
luxurious garden furniture in bri^t colours. 

When the Curtain rises it is evening, a little 
while before sunset. 

Captain Christopher Mortlock, tbs 
Governor’s A.D.C. comes on, followed by John 
Blair-Kennedt. 

Christopher is a niee-lookingyoung man in the 
late twenties. Blair-Kennedt {Bofin) is a 
novelist of some repute. He is an attractive man and 
might be arrysvbere between tbirty-five andforty-five. 

Christopher:' I expect you’d like a drink before you 
See your room? 

Bofpin: 1 most certainly should. I’m still shaking like 
a leaf after that landing. 
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Christopher: Comiog in over those mountains is 
always a bit tricky, 

Bofein: It’s an eccentric little airfield, isn’t it? The 
first one I have ever seen with corrugated runways. 

Christopher: H.E.’s been agitating for them to do 
something about it for months. The Samolans aren’t 
very good at engineering. 

Boffin: So it would seem. 

Christopher (at tie drink table)'. What would you 
like? There’s gin, whisky, rum or kala-kala. 

Boffin: What’s kala-kala? 

Christopher: It’s a sort of native vodka. They 
make it out of plantain roots. They tread the roots into 
a pulp which they mix with coconut water and then 
fement the whole thing. 

Boffin: I think that for the moment I would prefer 
some ordinary whisky that nobody’s trodden on. I 
don’t believe in going native too soon. 

Christopher: Right, pde proceeds to mix a whisky and 
sodal) Lady Alexandra will be furious that your plane 
was on time. She hoped that it would be delayed so that 
she could get to meet you herself. 

Boffin: It was a sweet thought, but one more hour 
with all those vomiting Chinese children and J should 
have shot myself. 

Christopher; Children are a nuisance in a plane, 
aren’t they? 

BoFFm: Frankly — yes. These, being Chinese children, 
were a little special. Their general behaviour convinced 
me tint aU that well-known Oriental imperturbability 
must be a habit acquired in later life. 

&RISTOPHER Boffin bis drink, then placing 

at bis watch): The Women’s Federation meeting must 
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be over by now. She should be here at any 
minute. 

Boffin: She has to do a great deal of that sort of 
thing, I suppose? 

Cheistopher: Oh, yes. She made a flying tour of all 
the other islands a few weeks ago— no less than twenty- 
nine speeches in four days, it was a terrific success. At 
one place they nearly tore the aeroplane to pieces just 
before the take-off. 

Boffin: Very gratifying. Have you been out here 
long? 

Christopher: Three years. I was here with Sit 
Hilary and Lady Blaise for the last part of their term. 
Boffin: What were they like? 

_ Christopher; Quite nice really, but a bit sticky. 
Sir George and Lady Alesandra are very different. 
Boffin: Is Sit George popular? 

_ Christopher; He’s wonderful on the administrative 
side, down-to-earth and no nonsense. The Samolans 
like that. They don’t quite approve of his politics of 
course, but they respect him all the same. 

Boffin: I gather that this island is a Conservative 
stronghold. 

Christopher; On the whole, yes. There are some 
subversive elements of course, but most Samolans are 
still Empire minded. You see they’ve been happy and 
contented under British rule for so many years that they 
jmt don’t understand when they’re suddenly told that 
It s been nothing but a corrupt, capitalist racket from the 
word go. 

Boffin; I trust that it is not His Excellency who tells 
them that 

Christopher: Oh good Lord, no. But he is a bit 
3 
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Leftisla in his views, isn’t he? In the nicest possible way 
of course. 

Boffin: Of course. 

Christopher: And sometimes, some of the things 
he says, sort of shakes ’em up a bit. If you know what I 
mean. 

Boffin: I do, I do, indeed, I do. 

Christopher: The Samolans arc sweet people, in 
rnany wa3?s and they have a lot of charm but they’re a bit 
backward politically. 

Boffin: Like the Irish. 

At this moment. Sir George Shotter comes in from 

the ball. He is a cheerful man of about fifty. His figure is 

stoefy but in good order. He exudes friendliness and is far 

from being a fool. 

George: BoSin! I thought I heard the car — why 
didn’t somebody tell me. (He shakes hands with Boffin.) 
How was the flight? 

Boffin: Ghastly. 

George: It’s generally a bit bumpy between here and 
Yara. Have any trouble coming in? 

Boffin: Yes. We bounced like a tennis ball. 
^George: It’s that damned runway. They just won’t 

Boffin: I shall leave by sea. 

George: You can’t talk about leaving when you’ve 
only just arrived. Did the Press get you at the airport? 
They ve been ringing up all day. 

Christopher: Wheeler was there from the Examiner, 
and poor old BCabu-Anu, Mr. Blair-Kennedy said he’d 
give them interviews tomorrow morning. 

George: We don’t often have celebrities on this 
island. I m afraid you’ll have to do your stuff to a 
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certain estent. You won’t mind, will you? 

Bophn: That 'certain extent’ has a sinister ring. 
'What have you been up to? 

George (airilj)-. Nothing much— ask Sandra— she 
has it all taped, 

Boffik; Oh God! 

George: Cheer up. A lecture or two here and there 
never hurt anybody, 

Bofehj: a lecture Or two! You know perfectly well 
1 couldn’t give a lecture if my life depended on it. 
George; Nonsense. 

Boffbj: It isn’t nonsense. I can’t even say a brief 
spMch of thanks without stammering and stuttering 
and making a cracking fool of myself. 

George; The Samolans will love that— they’re vet)' 
Easily amused. 

tri^^' they’d like me to do a few conjuring 

George: You’re a fiimous author and all famous 
authors are expected to give lectures as a matter of 
TOUise, If you’re smart enough to write all those 
^ few oughtn’t to be all that difhcult to spout 

Sanda^jli^'^ oover forgive you for this, George, or 

todo^'^ ^oB,you£valithatupwithher,it’snothing 

^ ^ St»ing to give any lectures, George 
p ■ ^ ^ ^ ^ willing to agree to a couple of 

ja j ^ ffdght even consider reading a short 

BudgT beyond that I will not 

George, lou’g gjyc to open the new wing of 
5 
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the University Libraty whether you like it or not. 

Boffin: I do not. 

George: It’s all laid on for Tuesday the twenty- 
fourth. 

Boffin: Then it must be all laid off again. 

George: They’re offering you a degree. 

Boffin: I don’t want a degree. 

George; Give him another drink, Chris, he’s getting 
petulant. 

Ai this mommt Ladv Auinandra Siiotter nrr.cs 

in at a mi. She is tsequisitdy dressed, ^ay, chca-ming, and 

at the moment, rather breathless. She jiings herself at 

Bofitn and hugs him, 

Sandra: Oh darling BofBn — can’t believe you’re 
really here at last — I’ve been counting the daj’S, so has 
everyone else for the matter of that — tlic whole island 
is an absolute uproar about your arrival. And there teas 
I in the middle of that beastly meeting and unable to get 
to the airport. I’ve been in a frenay — I heard your plane 
fly over the institute and I nearly lost control and rushed 
outside to wave — and then, to my horror, just as every- 
thing was fimshed, that awful Mrs. Paouna got up — 
you know, George, the one with the goitre the size of a 
grape fruit — and she droned on and on for ever like a 
buzz saw. Chris dear, for Heaven’s sake give me a 
straight kala-kala with ice. (To BomN.l How was the 
flight? ^ 

Boffin: Unspeakable. 

Sandra; And how was England when you left? 

Boffin; Bathed in sunshine as usual. 

Sandra; Did you sec hlaijorie? — ^Is it true about 
Bertie and Freda? And how is Sylvia’s baby? 

Boffin: Yes — No — ^Hideous. 

6 
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Sandra; There ate a million things I want to ask 
about— I don’t know where to start 
George: Press on, my love. You’re not doing 
badly. 

Christopher {giving her a glass of pink ligiiid)'. Here s 
your drink. Lady A. 

He goes. 

Sandra {as be disappears)'. Thank you, Chris. {She 
sips her drink and looks at Boffin and George.) That s 

better. You look rather dim, Boffin Has George 

been bellowing at you? 

Boffin: No. Just giving me a brief outline of my 
itinerary. 

Sandra: Oh George, you promised to leave that to 
me. {To Boffin.) There’s nothing to worry about 
really there isn’t — just one or two tiny appearances here 
and there — for the sake of morale and prestige more 
than anything else. You see we’ve only had two 
English writers out here in three years and both of them 
Were Rosita Forbes. 

Boffin: I am not going to give any lectures, Sandra. 
Sandra {gaily}'. Of course you’re not — ^whoever 
Suggested such a thing — lectures are Hell. I wouldn t 
let you give one even if you were aching to. 

Boffin: Good. 

Sandra: One or two little cosy informal talks 
perhaps about the state of the modem novel or the 

Sitwells or something 

Boffin; No, Sandra. No little cosy informal talks 
about the state of anything whatever. 

Sandra; You’ll have to open the new wing in the 
University Library whether you like it or not 
Boffin; As fat as I am concerned, Sandra, the new 
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wing of the University Library will remain for ever 
bolted and barred. 

Sandra: But they’re planning to give you a degree. 
Boms: I don’t care if they're planning to give me a 
Peerage. The answer is Ko. 

Sandra: Tliis is all your fault, George. You jumped 
at him before he land time to get lus breath and now he’s 
dug his feet in. 

BornN: 1 certainly luvc. 

Sandra: Old Professor Wali-Anu will be hcart- 
broken- 

Borns: He’ll have to rise above it. 

Sandra; 1 simply an’t face him with the news that 
}ou won’t come after all the trouble he’s taken. He 
absolutely worships everything you've ever written. 

BorrtN: 'fhen he must l>c a very' immoral old 
gentleman, 

Sandra: As a matter of faa I tliink he is rather, but 
all the students adore him. 

Gcorcc: Think it over, Boflin, my boy. The 
Pcndatla University truay not mean much in your life, 
but it stands for a great deal out here. It lias carried 
aloft the torch of English learning through the jungles of 

heathen ignorance for generations — it has 

Sandra; Don’t overdo it, darling, it was only built in 
1909. 

BornN; 'i ou had no right to arrange things lila; that 
without consulung me first. 

Sandra: How could we possibly consult you? 
You VC been flipping about the Pacific for months. 
Besides, it’s pcrfcrtly ruitural that whenever someone ns 
famous as you comes to on out of the way place like 
this that we should want to make much of you. It’s a 
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ttcracndous complimant tally and you ought to be 
vct)‘ pioud, instad of turning up your nose and being 
pompous- 

Bofitn: All right— all right— have it your own 
way. 

Sandra: Oh that’s vrondetful of you, and I take back 
what I said about you being pompous. I didn’t man 
to let you in for a lot of nonsense, tally I didn’t, but it 
would help us so tremendously if you’d co-opciatc just a 
tiny little bit, 

Bofhn: No lectures. 

Sandra; We’ll discuss those later. 

Boffin; There will be none to discuss. 

Sandra: Darling Boffln— we’U see. 

Boffin; I’ve come out here with a purpose, Sandra, 
and that purpose is to collect data and make notes for a 
satirical novd about British Colonial Administration. 

George: Not too satirical, I hope, Boffin. I don’t 
want to be forced to raign. 

Boffin: And I really can’t waste time making a 
series of personal appearances like a mode star. 1 want 
to relax and absorb atmosphere and find out about 
things and talk to people. 

Sandra; That’s exactly what we’re asking you to 
do. 

Bothn: Yes, but not about the Sitwells. 

Sandra; It doesn’t necessarily have to be about the 
Sitwells. What’s the matter with the Brontes? 

Boffin: A grat dal I should imagine, judged from 
the standpoint of modem psychology, but I don’t 
happen to he particularly interested in them. What I 
am interested in is what’s going on here, on this island, 
this remote, far-flung outpost of Empire. 
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George: Commonwealth. 

Sandra; As a matter of feet, it’s not ncadj^ as fat- 
flnng as it used to be, all the principal trans-Pacific 
airlines call here, and in a year or two, when we get the 
jet planes, we’ll be as get-at-able as Wimbledon. 

Boffin: Have I made myself clear? 

Sandra: It’s no use, George — ^we shall have to give 
in. No lectures. 

Boffin: Thanks. 

Sandra: You’ll have to put up with a bit of lionising, 
though. A couple of cocktail parties and one literary 
lunch — how’s that? 

Boffin: All right. 

Sandra: At any rate, you won’t have to worry about 
dinner tonight It will be as dull as ditchwater. 

Boffin; I can’t wait 

Sandra: We thought you’d like to be quiet on your 
first evening. 

Boffin: I’m surprised that you hadn’t organised a 
dvic reception. 

Sandra; Don’t be mean. After all, you’ve won, 
except about the University Library. As a matter of feet, 
we ought to have asked the Professor tonight, George — 
but Cuckoo’s always so beasdy to him. 

Boffin: Who’s Cuckoo? 

Sandra; Cuckoo Honey. She’s the wife of the 
Colonial Secretary. I don’t suppose you’ll take to her, 
nobody does mudi at first. 

Boffin: Why? 

George: She’s a rather over-typical Colonial type — 
Anglo-Indian background, you know — prides herself 
on saying what she thinks. 

Sandra: Poor Cuckoo. It’s the mixture of Bangalore 
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and End’s Court that mate everything so difficult 
really, but she’s not bad once you get below the suifece. 
Boeem: I’ll wear an aqualung. 

Sandra: Her husband’s quite sweet and a great help 
to George, but he has asthma. 

George; Hay fever. 

Sandra: Well, whatever it is, it makes him rather 
snufily. Then there are the Turlings. They’re a sort of 
institution on the island. He’s a retired Admiral and 
they’ve lived here for years. 

George: He’s an amiable old snob, a pushover for a 
title. Talk about your aunt, Lady Gravesborough 
she was a Marchioness, wasn’t she? He’ll eat out of your 
hand. 

Boffin; I’m not sure that I’d quite want him to do 
that 

George: Well have a try anyway— you see— it’ll 
work like a charm. 

Boffin: There’s nothing much to say about my 
aunt really, except that she died of drink in San Remo. 

S.andra: That’s all c.xcept for the Chief of Police and 
Hali. 

Boffin: What’s that? 

Sandra: It isn’t a thing, darling, it’s a political 
leader. He’s the head of the P.I.P. 

Boffin; What docs that mean? 

Georgh People’s Impcrkd Party. They’re verj’ 
powerful and, to my way of thinking, damned retro- 
gressive. 

S.ANDR.\; George naturally supports the S.S.N.P. 
The Samolan SockJist Nationals. I did so hope that 
when he gase up politics and became a Governor that 
l;c’J stop being a rntn^jf-thc-pcople, but he hasn't quite. 
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George: I’m proud of being a tnan-of-thc-people. 
Sandra: You’re a rip-snorting old careerist, darling, 
and you always have been ever since you left that dread- 
fully over-publicised grocer’s shop in Huddersfield. 
George*. Never you mind about Huddersfield. 
Sandra: I don’t very much. 

Boffin: What does the S.S.N.P. stand for? 

George; Self-government for the native population 
and Dominion status. 

Boffin: Are they ready for that yet? 

Sandra: That’s the whole point HaU-Alam says 
they’re not and Koga-Swalu says they are. 

Boffin: Who the devil is Koga-Swalxn’ 

Sandra; The Opposition leader, and I must say he’s 
a horror. Coveted in warts and stinks like a badger. 

George; Come now, Sandra, feir’s fair, he can’t help 
that 

Sandra: Oh yes, he can. He could wash more to 
start with, and have his warts treated with what d’you 
call it add. 

Boffin; Is he coming to dinner too? 

Sandra: No, thank God, he came last week. We 
have to have them alternately. Whenever they meet 
they snap and snarl at each o&er and the servants get 
jumpy and hand people all the wrong things. Of the 
two I naturally prefer Hali. He’s frightfully good- 
looking in rather a bogus sort of way — ^you know — 
long coffee-coloured hands and gleaming teeth. George 
can’t stand him. 

George: It isn’t him I object to, it’s his politics. 
Sandra: Hall’s political views are perfectly sound. 
He just doesn’t believe in progress. Personally, I find it 
very refreshing. He’s also absolutely devoted to me and 
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pays me the most lovely complimeats. Natuially I’m 

oa his side through thick and ihifl. 

George: You know, the trouble with you, love, is 

that you t alk the most arrant nonsense. 

Sandra: .Be that as it may, Hali is a very fasc^ting 
man, and even though you do say you worn t 
him an inch ... • i. tr f 

George: I wouldn’t trust any of them an m . 

is a tricky proposition, fascinating or not, ^d^ is s 
fether who’s a mischievous old intriguer. They can 
both make a lot of trouble with the elections commg on 
in a few weeks’ time. I’m depending on you to sec t 

they don’t. . , 

Sandra: On me? You must be out of your mind. 

What on earth could 1 do? , 

George: Charm Hali. Get round him. ^ 

him to change his views, or at least to modify me^ 

You’re an attractive woman, aren’t you? Trained m c 

old-world school of aristocratic diplomacy? 

Sandra: All I ever learned at Roedean w^ the 
school song. I might sing him that. It’s very rousing. 

Boffin: That’s a thoroughly immoral suggestion, 
George. 

George: I don’t see why. I should be the last to 
underrate the importance of woman’s influence on 
politics— if propedy directed. , . 

Sandra: “Disguise out bondage as we '^’dll, tis 
woman, woman rules us stiU,” 'Thomas Moore. Bom 
1779. Died 1832. 

Boffin: Good Lord, you can still do itl 
Sandra: “Thro’ aU the drama — ^whether damned or 

not — ^Love gilds the scene, and women guide the plot . 

Boffin: Congreve? 
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Sandra: No. Richard Brinsley Sheridan. Bom 
1751. Died 1816. 

George: Don’t encourage her for heaven’s sake. 
She’ll go on for hours. 

Sandra; I do it better really when I’m in my cups. 
How would you like me to begin, George? 

George: Begin what? 

Sandra: Influencing Hali, of course. I’m entranced 
with the whole idea. Shall I lure him into the garden in 
the moonlight and pop a tuberose into his buttonhole 
and murmur loving little slogans about the Samolan 
Socialist National Patty? 

George: Don’t rush it. Get him in the right mood 
first 

Boffin: This may end in teats. 

Sandra: But I don’t approve of the S.S.N.P. I 
think they’re a lot of stinkers. < 

George; That’s neither here nor there. I do approve 
of them, and you are representing me. 

Sandra: Oh George, how sweet and generous of 
you. Am I really? 

George: None of that sarcastic stufi’, now. You’re 
my wife, aren’t you? 

Sandra: Yes dear, but I hoped that it was a love 
match and not a political gambit. 

George: You’re my helpmate. You share my joys 
and sorrows. You smooth away my cares with your 
gentle womanly hand 

Boffin: “Wien pain and anguish wring the brow, a 
ministering angel thou”. 

Sandra: Sir Walter Scott. Born 

George: Never mind about Sir Walter Scott 
for the moment, dear. Just concentrate. 
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Sandra; All right. But I draw the line at the 
Samolan Socialist Nationals. 

George; You want these island people to have the 
right to govern themselves, don’t you? To emancipate 
themselves from the hideous yoke of Imperialistic 
oppression — ^to be free to shoulder the responsibility of 
their own destiny? 

Sandra: You know perfectly weU I don’t want any 
such thing. Neither do they. 

George: I suppose you’U be saying next that they’re 
perfecdy happy as they are. 

Sandra: But they are — ^blissfully. They sing from 
morning till night They weave away and make the 
most lovely waste-paper baskets and never stop having 
scads of entrancing children who swim before they 
can walk and have enormous melting eyes like saucers. 
And whenever they feel a bit peckish all they have to do 
is to nip a breadfruit off a tree dr snatch a yam out of the 
ground. 

George: What about education? 

Sandra: Well, what about it? They leam automatic- 
ally aU, they need to know. They hunt and dive and 
swim and fish and make the most wonderful things 
with their hands. You can’t do anything with your 
hands. You can’t even mend the gramophone. 

George; So we’re back again at that, are we? 
Sandra: And as for swimming. (To Boffin.) Have 
you ever seen George swim? He goes churning up and 
down doing a sort of Margate breast stroke, 

George: 1 like to sec where I’m going. What’s the 
frn of having ymur head under the water all the 
time? 

Boffin: I must say I’m on George’s side there. 
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George: AnjTPay, what’s my swimming got to do 
with self-government? 

Sandra; Everything. It gives you an inferiority 
complex and your inferiority complex makes you hpc 
the wrong views. I’ve always said that, ever since I 
married you. You’ve no idea wlrat the tiniest little 
inferiority complex can do to people. I’ve been reading 
all about it in an American book about sex. 

Boffin: All American books are about sex. 

Sandra {ptirsvifig her theme): Look at the Kaiser and 
his withered arm and all the trouble it caused? And 
Marat with that awful skin disease, and Richard the 
Third and his hump. I believe there was something 
rather peculiar about Saint Teresa too, but I can’t 
remember what it was at the moment 

George (Jkethitlj): Listen, my love. Ah I asked you 
to do W'as to use your well-known woman’s whes 
discreetly and coax Hali Alani round to being a little 
more progressive in his ideas, I didn’t look for an 
unprovoked argument about inferiority complexes, 
Richard the Third’s hump and my swimming. 

^Sandra: Never mind, darling. I’h do what you say. 
It’s against my principles but I’h try my best. How far 
would you like me to go? 

George; On second thoughts, I’d rather you didn’t 
say anything at ah. You’U only bewilder him and make 
matters worse, 

Sandra: Nonsense. I’m all set now. I intend to 
fascinate him within an inch of his life. And if it ends in 
me divorce courts you have only yourself to blame. 
You’d better have a notebook handy, BofHn. This 
gening might turn out to be an eye-opener for the 
Colonial Office. 
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George: Sandra— listen 

Sandra; Not another rvord. The die is cast. 


Christopher comts in, having changed for dinner. 

Oh Chris, how correct of you to be dressed so soon. I 
knew this would happen and it’s all my &ult. Deal with 
everyone for me and for Heaven’s sake tell Sanyamo to 
tidy the verandah, it’s a shambles. 

Christopher: I’ve already told him. Everything s 
under control. 

Sandra; What about the appetizers? 

Boffin: What a disgusting wordl 
Sandra; Yes, isn’t it? I know a lot of others too. 
They’re all part of the progressive modem trend. I can 
say TLounge’ and "Phone’ and "Let’s have a small one 
before we buzz’. 

Christopher: PunaloAlani is here. Your Excellency. 
He says he has an appointment. 

George: Damnl I completely forgot he was coming. 
Is he in the office? 

Christopher; Yes, sir. 

George; Well, I’U see him out here, it’s cooler. 
You show Boffin his room, Sandra. I shan’t be long. 

Sandra; Can’t we stay a minute? I should love to 
show Boffin Punalo Alani. (To Boffin.) He’s the father 
of the one George wants me to fascinate at dinner. He s 
a ternfic old boy and looks like a wizened ivory nut. 

George: Run along, dear, Punalo is here to talk 
business. Boffin can meet him some other time. Go and 
fetch him, Chris. 

Christopher; Yes, sir. 

Hr goes. 
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SANnnA: WTiy on earth docs he vi-ant to see you at 
tills time of day? Do you suppose there’s anything 
wrong? 

Gr.ORCr.: As far as Punalo Alani is concerned, every- 
thing I do is wrong. 1 Ic’s a class-conscious, prejudiced 
old Die-Hard, and a damned nuisance into the bargain. 

Sandra: Well, don’t let him work you into a bad 
temper for the whole evening, there’s a dear, and don’t 
be too beastly to him either. 1 Ic’s very old indeed and 
I’m madly in love with him. Come on, Boflin, I’ll show 
you your room. It's quite hideous and full of ants but 
the view’s wonderful. IaiCs buzz. 

Boi'Fin: 1 don’t mind if I do. 

Sandra Mti Dorns'^qo off. 

Georcr Ir/ps bimsclf to a vhishy ond cod I'lffits o 
cigantte. CfiRiSTOPin.R uttims, tubring in Punalo 
Alant. PvSMXi itc dign//ifd,dit/iog)t:d’fdpfd non. His 
ngf ht anyo'krt htfs-ten sisiy-fivf end figh/j-fii t. 

CiiniSTOPiir.R: Mr. Punalo Alani, sir, 

George: Tell Sanyamo I don’t want to be disturbed 
for the next ten minutes. 

CinuSTOPiiER: Yes, sir. 

Ht goes, 

George (sbaiJnghands): Good afternoon, Punalo Alani. 
Punalo: Good afternoon, "^'oot Excellency. 
George: Would you like a drink? 

Punalo; No, thank you. I know how busy you arc, 
and I don’t want to detain you longer than is ncccssar)'. 
George; Sit down at any rate. 

Punalo: It would go against the grain for me to sit 
while Your ExccUcnc)- is standing. 

George (dv/A c smife): This is nn informal interview, 
Punalo Alani. However, have it your own way. (lie sits.) 
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PuNALO {also sifting): Thank you. As a matter of fact, 
Your Excellency has the sublime gift of making all 
interviews informal. It is most re&eshing. 

George; Pm glad you think so. 

Pdnalo: Although, for us of the older school, it can, 
at times, be a trifle disconcerting. 

George; I suspect that it would take a great deal to 
disconcert you, Punalo Alani. You are a very shrewd 
man. 

PoNALO: Your Excellency is most kind. But at the 
moment I am more than disconcerted; I am profoundly 
worried. 

George; Why — ^what’s wrong? 

Punalo; A great deal. I come to you as a suppliant. 
It is not a role that I like for I am a proud man, but 
there is no alternative. 

George; What on earth is the matter? 

Punalo; I love my country, and I love my people. 
George; Yes. I am aware of that 
Punalo; And it is a great sadness to me that you, our 
Governor, should so palpably be in sympathy wi& the 
aims and polides of the Samolan Sodahst Nationals 
who, in my opinion, are our enemies. 

George; 1 really cannot discuss part}"^ politics with 
you, even informally. As Governor, I am entirely im- 
pattiaL I have no bias in either direction. 

Punalo; Officially that is so. Your Excellency. But 
your opinions arc well known and, in your high 
position, your opinions, even unoffidaUy, carr}' con- 
siderable wdght _ ■ 

George; Please come to the point, Punalo Alani. 
PuNtLO: May 1 remind you that it was largely owing 
to your influence Last year that the Intcr-Island Boat 
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Service aboKshed first and second class accommodation 
in &vour of an over-all Tourist class. 

George: And a damned good tWng, too. The time 
for archaic class distinctions has passed. 

PuNALo: So has the Inter-Island Boat Service. Into 
liquidadon. 

George: That was the fault of bad organisation and 
inefficient management 

PuNAxo: I beg to disagree. Your Excellency. The 
reason the company is on the verge of bankruptcy is 
because the w^thiet Samolan and Chinese famihes 
have ceased to travel in the steamers and have, on their 
own initiative, inaugurated a system of private launches. 

George: Industrial profiteers have never been 
remarkable for their sense of patriotism. 

PuNAio: It was not their sense of patriotism that was 
involved. It was their sense of smell. 

George: What absolute nonsense. 

PuNALo: On the contrary. A perfectly logical 
demonstration of cause and effecL 

George: Cause and effect? 

PuNALo; The introduction into the first class cabins 
and salo'ons of goats, pigs, chickens and an occasional 
mongoose wrought considerable havoc in a remarkably 
short space of time. In addition to which, aU luxury 
fittings, curtains, rugs and smaller articles of furniture 
entirely disappeared; not only were all the buttons 
gouged out of the cushions but, by the end of Novem- 
ber, there weren’t even any cushions. I tmderstand that, 
with the exception of the occasional mongoose, much 
the same problem confronts your own nationalised 
British Railways. 

George: I am willing to admit that the re-grading of 
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the Intet-Island Boat Service has been badly bungled, 
but I still nmintain that in theory it Tvas, and is, an 
admirable idea. Bully in keeping with democratic 
principles. 

Pdnalo: It is sad, is it not, that the gulf between 
theory and practice is so often unbridgeable? 

George: In a progressively-minded island with a 
properly organised education^ system, these things 
would never occur. 

PuNALo: However progressive Samolo became, I 
fear we should still find it difficult to educate our goats 
and pigs and chickens. 

George: 'What’s all this leading up to, anyway? 
Punalo: It has come to my knowledge that the 
Samolan Socialist Nationals are planning to introduce a 
new bin into the House of Representatives. 

George: 'Well, they have a perfect right to do that if 
they wish to. 

PuNALO: The bill concerns Public Conveniences. 
George: Public Conveniences? 

Punalo: The object of it is to dispense with the 
pctoy-in-the-slot system at present in force in tlie 
PMdpal public buildings, shops, hotels, cinemas and 
rught-cluhs, and make all lavatories on the island 
entirely free. 

George: It sounds an excellent idea. 'Why shouldn’t 
they? 

Punalo {paiicntlj)-. Again we ate faced with that un- 
bridgeable gulf. It may sound excellent in theory, but 
in practice it would be disaster. 

George: ’Cvhy? 

Punalo: In the first place the loss of revenue ftom 
the penny-in-the-slot system would create a serious 
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economic problem. In tbe second place, the social 
repercussions from such an arbitrary measure rrotild be 
appalling. 

George; I can’t see for the life of me \rhy they 
should be. 

PuKALO: Your Excellency’s point of view may be 
biased by the feet that you are seldom required to use 
Public Conveniences yourself. 

George: That is beside the point. 

Pckalo; Again I beg to differ. In your position as 
Governor you automatically enjoy certain privileges 
and rightly so. Even in Ae most Utopian Wclfere 
States, privilege is accepted as a natural perquisite of 
authority. In the Soviet Union itself, that hlandst 
Pa r ad is e of Left-Wing intellectuals, there is no recorded 
instance of the late hir. Stalin queueing up for a pubUc 
lavatory. 

George; I feil to see tThat the Soviet Union has to 
do with the present discussion. 

PuifALo: The Soviet Union has a great deal to do 
with the Sajnolan Socialist hJationals ■ whom Your 
Excellency tacitly encourages with your support. 

George: You have no proof of that. 

PiECALo: Come, come. Your Excellency. It is a well- 
known feet that Koga Swalu and three of his chief 
supporters are, or were, acknowledged members of the 
Communist Party. 

George: I have no wish to discuss the matter any 
further. 

PuKALO: I am sorry if my words have offended you. 
But Samolo, than k God, is not yet a Welfare State, and 
it is still petmissable to speak freely without fear of 
reprisals. 
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George {glaticing at bis watch)-. If you have anything 
more to say, Punalo Alani, please say it. As you 
yourself adi^tted at the beginning of this interview, I 
am a very busy maiL 

Punalo: I ask you most humbly. Your Excellency, 
but most urgently, to veto the Public Convenience bill. 

George (irritably)'. Why the devil should I? To 
begin with I have not even considered the matter and 
also, as I have already explained, my official influence 
does not extend to imposing vetoes on either party. 

Punalo: You have your prerogative of a casting 
vote in the House of Representatives. 

George: And you seriously expect me to exercise it 
over a triviality Uke this? 

Punalo: Public Conveniences are fiir from being 
trivialities. Your Excellency. They are, if you will 
forgive the play upon words, of fundamental im- 
portance. hHny issues are involved, notably the 
question of prestige. 

George: Prestige? 

Punalo: Prestige means much to the Samolan 
people. It provides an incentive to work and en- 
courages progress. An industrious citizen who has, 
through his own gumption, worked his way up from 
the cane fields or the banana plantations and become a 
successful merchant, naturally expects to enjoy the 
perquisites of his improved social status. One of these 
is the privilege of being able to spend a penny when he 
feels like it. 

George; You are wasting my tim e and your own, 
Punalo AlanL 

Punalo (ignoring the intern^tion)-. But it is not only 
for himself that he covets this minor accolade: it is for 
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his wife and family. Take old Chim Paoima, for 
instance, the proprietor of the Pendarla Furnishing 
Ojmpany. Mrs. Faouna, his wife, is one of the most 
respected and majestic members of the community. 
Imagine her fighting and struggling with her own 
employees to force her way into a &ee lavatory in her 
own building. The humiliation would kill her. 

George: hfrs. Paouna is quite wealthy enough to 
instal an entire floor of private toilets if she is so over- 
sensitive. 

PuNALO; Have you envisaged, from the point of 
view of hygiene alone, the state of the water closets 
after a week' s gratis promiscuous occupation? 

George: No, I most certainly have not 

PcNALo: They will be a grave menace to public 
health and there won’t be a chain or a plug left 

George: As I said before, you arc wasting my time. 

PoNALo: I sec you are quite adamant 

George Quite. 

PuNALO (alio mmg); Then there is nothing more to be 
said. 

George; I am sorry, Punalo Alani. 

PoNALo: I too am Sony', Your Excellency. You arc a 
stubborn man and, like so many' of your countrymen, 
incurably ronaantic. 

George: I don't know what you mean. 

PuNAio: Your conviction that extreme socialism 
necessarily implies progress is romantic to the point of 
fantasy. 1 know that you have the interests of my 
country at heart 

George (iKiaruptlng iaiiljy. In that case, why not 
accept the fact that over certain matters of policy wc do 
not see cyc-to-eyc. 
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PuNALO; As a private individual, I -would be willing 
to accept that unhappy fact, but as a loyal Samolan and a 
representative of a iMge number of the Electorate, I 
cannot. 

George: I rmderstood that you retired from public 
life some years ago? 

PuNALo: That is so. But my son Hali has not retired. 
He represents the People’s Imperial Party. It is on 
his behalf and on the behalf of the whole country that I 
came to see you this evening. 

George: Why not let your son speak for himself? 
He’s quite capable of it 

PuNALo: His command of English is not so clear as 
ruine. He, alas, had not the ineffable good fortune to 
be educated at Eton. 

George: Just as many fools emerge from Eton as 
from any other schooL 

PuNALO (a^Vi diffiityy, I am not one of them. Your 
Excellency. 

George {more gently): I didn’t mean to imply that 
you were. But as you' know, I have not much frith in 
the mystic properties of the ‘Old School Tie’. 

PuNALO; The ‘Old School Tie’ is not, I admit, as 
important as many consider it to be, but old school ties 
are very important indeed. I myself ha-ve man y of 
them. They bind me both cmotionidly and intellectually 
to the England I knew when I -was a boy. An England 
-which in many respects was fer more peaceful and 
better ordered than it is today. 

George: England has fought two -wars since you 
were a boy. 

PuNAio: I am well aware of that. I served in one of 
them myself. 
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George; Progress is inevitable, Punalo Alam. Why 
don’t you face up to it? 

PONALO: Progress? 

George: Certainly. No one who teas not blindly 
prejudiced could deny that from the point of view of 
housing, education, employment and general well- 
being, the ordinar)' working Englishman today is far 
better off than he was lift)' years ago. 

Punalo; That may be so, but may 1 point out that 
the population of England alone is forty times larger 
than that of the entire Samolan Archipelago. Also 
England is an industrial country and Samolo is not. 
We ate a backward Race, Your Excellency, so backward, 
old-feshioned and rcactionaty that we still like British 
Rule. 

George: I see that you arc romantic, too, Punalo 
Alani. 

Punalo: Realistic at the same time, Your EsccPcncy. 
And, with all due respect, I think I have a dearer 
knowledge of my country’s temperament than you 
have. I know that your friends The Samolan Sod^st 
Nationals wish to emancipate us from the cosy Im- 
perialism that has gently guided us for so long. They 
wish us to ‘Stand Alone’, to have ‘Self-Government’, 
to endure, unprotected, the fearful discomforts of 
State-controlled democracy, which arc racking Western 
civilisation. Believe me, we arc too young yet for such 
brave experiments. Too young and gay and iirc- 
Eponsible to be able to do without out old Nanny. 

George: What has all this sentimental nonsense to 
do with Public Conveniences? 

PciNAiK) (wM sudden sbarpnessy, A great deal. Your 
Excellency. As you may discover to your cost. 
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George (w^): Is tkt a threat? 

PuNALo; Not a threat, Your Excellency. Merely a 
warning. Good evening. 

PuNALO Alani Wj mttnl] 0ii- 
~~mk 0 ///. 

George [aki): Well, FE be damnedl 


The Lights Fade 
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The time is a few minutes later. 

Chiustopher is wandering about, filling tip 
cigarette-boxes. 

Sanyamo, fbe Samolan butler enters, carrying 
two toys of ^ Appetryrs^ . He is a handsome man 
in the late thirties and wears the traditional sarong 
and a white coat. 

Christopher; How’s yout wife, Sanyamo? 

Sanyamo: Which one. Captain? 

Christopher; The one that bad the baby. 

Sanyamo: Very well. Captain, but the baby is 
terrible. 

Christopher: In what way terrible? 

Sanyamo: It makes wicked sounds in the night. 
Christopher: Docs it look like you? 

Sanyamo: Oh no, Captain. It looks like Mr, 
Rochester. 

Christopher; Who on earth’s Mr. Rochester? 
Sanyamo: He was here last year with the Oil Com- 
pany. He was very kind. 

Christopher; I sec. 

Cuckoo and Edward Honey come in. Edward 
is rather dim, earnest and painstaking. 

Cuckoo is pure Kensington with an Anglo-Indian 
hac^grvtmd. 

Cuckoo; Good evening, Chris. Are we the first? 
Christopher: Yes. Lady A.’s only 'just gone to 
dress. 
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Cuckoo: There now. What did I tell you, Edward. 
We needn’t have hurried after all. 

Edward: I want a few words with H. E. before 
dinner, anyhow. (To Christopher.) Is he in his 
room? 

Christopher: Yes. He’s dressing. 

Edward: I think I’ll go along. He won’t mind. 
Cuckoo: You didn’t forget to bring a spare handker- 
chief, did you? 

Edward; No, dear. 

Cuckoo: And keep well away from the window. You 
were caught by that bougainvilla:a before. 

Edward: Yes, dear. 

Cuckoo; We don’t want a repetition of what 
happened at the Bradley-Cobums, do we? 

Edward: No dear, we don’t. 

Cuckoo: And don’t keep H. E. too long, you know 
what you are 

Edward: Yes, dear. 

He goes. 

Christopher; Would you like a drink? 

Cuckoo: No, thank you. I’ll wait a little. What’s he 
like? 

Christopher: Who? 

Cuckoo: John Blair-Kennedy, of course. 
Christopher: Very nice. 

Cuckoo: Everybody seems to be making an awful 
fuss about him coming here. Personally I don’t care for , 
his books much — ^too talky. 

Christopher; I’m a^d Pve only read the one 
about the West Indies. 

Cuckoo: Oh, that’s a sort of travel book. I mean his 
novels. Thejr’re awfully cynical, you know, and none of 
29 



ACT I SOUTH SEA BUBBLE SCENE H 

his characters seem to believe in anything. They're 
amusing I suppose, in a flippant "way, but I must say I 
prefer books lliat have a little more grip, more reality. 
Do you know what I mean? 

Christopher: Oh yes — ^rather. 

Cuckoo: Of course I know that there are people who 
go through life having affairs with everybody they sec 
and making jokes and laughing at everything but I can’t 
feel that they really contribute very much. 

Christopher; No. I suppose they don’t. 

Cuckoo: He’s her friend more th^ his, isn’t he? 

Christopher: How do you mean? 

Cuckoo; I mean he’s known Lady A. longer than 
he’s known H. E. 

Christopher: I’m a&aid I don’t know. I didn’t ask 
him. 

Cuckoo: I believe he was one of her beaux before she 
was married. 

Christopher: I didn’t ask him that either. 

Cuckoo: Don’t be so silly, of course you didn’t. 
Lady A. was very gay in her younger days, you know. 

Christopher: She occasionally smiles, even now. 

Cuckoo: It was a great surprise to everyone when 
she married H. E. Nobody ever thought she’d ever 
settle down. 

Christopher: I wouldn’t call being a Governor’s 
wife and organising Women’s Federation meetings and 
making public speeches, settling down exactly. 

Cuckoo: You know perfectly well what I mean. 
After aU, everybody knows she belonged to rather a 
wild set in London. One of her greatest friends was 
Lady Caroline Trouncer. 

Christopher: What did she do? 
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Cuckoo: I^Iy dear, she was notorious! She married 
three husbands one after the other. 

Christopher: She couldn’t very well have married 
them all at the same time. 

Cuckoo: Then she ran off to East Africa with a 
jockey, leaving behind her two sweet little girls, and 
then she went to Vienna and had her £ice lifted. 
Christopher (laiigbing): Really, Cuckoo! 

Cuckoo: It’s true. There was a tremendous cra2e 
for it at one time. There was even a rumour that Lady 
A. had had hers done. 

Christopher Damned nonsense! 

Cuckoo: Naturally I don’t believe it, but that was 
the rumour. Quite definitely. 

Christopher: If you don’t believe it and it’s only a 
rumour, why spread it? 

Cuckoo: Why Chris — ^you’re getting quite hot under 
the collar. You’re not falling in love with her, are 
you? 

Christopher: Of course I’m not 
Cuckoo: There’s no ‘of course’ about it. It would be 
quite natural for a young man of your age to conceive a 
romantic passion for Lady A. She’s still a very attractive 
woman and Tm sure she wouldn’t min d in the least. 

Christopher: Lady A. has been very kind to me 
and I like her very much. I like H. E. too. He’s a 
wonderful man. 

Cuckoo: My dear, you needn’t be so aggressively 
loyal. I’m absolutely devoted to them both myself. 
Christopher: You don’t speak as if you were. 
Cuckoo {putting her band on bis arm): Why we’re 
almost squabbling, aren’t we? How too ridiculous. 
Don’t be cross. 
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Christopher: I’m not in the least cioss. 

Cuckoo: You know I can’t help saying what I think 
It’s part of my nature. 

Christopher; Yes, I know. 

Cuckoo a slight pause): Are we friends again? 

Christopher: Of course. 

Cuckoo: I wanted to talk to you seriously, and 
confidentially. 

Christopher; What about? 

Cuckoo: You won’t fly ofl^ the handle again, will 
you? 

Christopher: If it’s about Lady A. and H. E., I 
might 

Cuckoo: Well, it is — and you mustn’t. It’s too 
important — and I’m worried. 

Christopher: Why? 

Cuckoo; They have too many mixed parties here at 
Government House. I’ve never been to one without at 
least a few coloured people present and generally there 
are dozens. Believe me, the British are beginning to 
resent it 

Christopher: There have to be mixed parties at 
Government House. It’s part of the job. And a very 
important part too. 

Cuckoo; Of course it is. I know that But there is 
such a thing as going too far. I tell you people are 
beginning to criticise, and I don’t like it. Neither does 
my husband. 

Christopher: WTiy doesn’t he say something to H. E. 
then? After all, he is the Colonial Secretary. 

Cuckoo: It wouldn’t be any use. You know 
Edward isn’t a very forceful character and H. E. can 
be as stubborn as a mule when he likes. Anyhow, it’s 
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Lady A. they’re talking about most. She’s hob-nobbing 
too much. 

Christopher: Rubbish. 

Cuckoo: Look what happened at the races last 
Tuesday. She spent nearly the whole afternoon with 
those- awful Amabooas. 

Christopher: Choom Amabooa is the great grand- 
son of one of the native princes here in the old days 
before the revolution. He’s a nice boy. 

Cuckoo: What about his wife? Why, she’s half ChinkI 

Christopher: What difference does that make? 

Cuckoo: Of course, if you’re determined not to 
understand 

Christopher {irriiablj): Look out' — somebody’s 
coming. 

Adihral and Mrs. Turung come in. He is square 

and stocky with bristling eyebrows. She is faded, gentle and 

rather vagie, 

Mrs. T.: We’re not late, I hope? The car went 
wrong and we had to keep stopping. 

Christopher: Not a bit. Lady A. and H. E. are stiU 
dressing. 

AcinRAL: There’s a rattle somewhere and I can’t 
locate it. 

Mrs. T.: How are you. Cuckoo? (She kisses Cuckoo 
absently.) What a pretty dress. 

Cuckoo: You must have seen it before. 

Mrs. T.: Of course I have, dear, several times. But 
Tm very fond of it. How arc the children? 

Cuckoo: Cynthia’s all right, but I left poor Susan in 
floods. 

Mrs. T.: What’s the matter? 

Cuckoo: They won’t let her play Prince Chamiing 
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in the pantomime because that horrid Rogers gM 
insists on doing it. 

Mrs. T.: What a shame. What’s Susan going to be, 
then? 

Cuckoo: The Fairj' Godmother, and a wolf in the 
forest scene. The last time she was an animal she came 
out in a terrible rash all over. 

Mrs. T.: It’s having to crawl about in a hot skin in 
this climate, 

Christopher: Martini, Mrs. Tuiling? 

Mrs. T. (accepting it)'. Thank you. 

Christopher: Admiral — ^pink gin as usual? 

AnsHRAi: Thanks, Chris — best drink in the world — 
can’t bear mixtures — never could. Did this writer chap, 
Blair-Kcrmcdy, arrive safely? 

Christopher (handing him bis pink gin)'. Yes. He got 
in about two hours ago. 

Admiral: His aunt was Lady Gravesborougb, you 
know. I met her once in Malta years ago. She danced a 
Scottish Reel like a tv'o-ycar-old, 

Mrs. T.: Malta was such fun in those days. 

Admiral; It was in old Crutchworth’s time. He 
used to be called ‘Crossboncs’. 

Cuckoo: Why? 

Adsural: Rammed a Chinese junk in Hong Kong 
harbour — sank it like a stone — terrible hullabaloo. 

Christopher: Ready for a drink yet. Cuckoo? 

Cuckoo: Yes — a dry Martini, please. 

Christopher (handing her oni): Here you arc. 

BomN comes in. He is wearing a white dinner jacket. 

Boffin (to Christopher): There was a strange insect 
in my bathroom, brown and rather beastly, like a small 
lobster. 
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Christopher; Sounds like a scorpion. 

Boffin: That’s -what I feared. 

Christopher; We often get them in the dry season. 
Boffin: We must pray for rain. 

Christopher introducing-. Admiral Turling — ^Mrs. 
Turling — ^Mrs. Honey — ^Mr. Blair-Kennedy. 

Boffin: How do you do? 

Admiral (shaking bands): Have a good flight? 

Boffin: From the aeronautical point of view, yes. 
Socially, it left a good deal to be desired. 

Mrs. T.; The last time we flew home there was a 
whole family of the most enchanting Chinese children in 
the plane. 

Boffin: They must have season tickets. 

Admiral: I once met your aunt. Lady Graves- 
borough, in Malta. 

Boffin: Was she sober? 

Admiral (slightly nonplussed): Yes — think so. 

Boffin: Then it must have been a very long time 
ago. She took to the bottle in her later years, you know, 
and kept on marrying very young Italian counts with 
sweeping eyelashes and too many bracelets. 

Mrs. T.: Just fancy. 

Boffin: They all turned up in Bugattis for the read- 
ing of the will. It was most impressive. 

Mrs. T.: It must have been. 

Sir George comes in, vearing an immaculate u'bite 
suit. Edward Honey follows him with bis handkerchief 
to bis nose. 

George: Sorry I’m late, everybody. Your husband 
started sneezing again. Cuckoo. We had to take the 
flowers out of the room and close all the windows. 
Boffin— this is the Colonial Secretary— he looks a bit 
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under the weather at the moment hut it will pass off. 
Give him a drink, Chris. 

Edward (shaking hands, miserably): How do you do — 
must apologise for this. 

Boffin: Not at all — sympathise. It always happens 
to me at race meetings. I’m allergic to horses. 

Cuckoo; How extraordinary it is — ^about being 
allergic I mean — ^it’s quite a new thing, isn’t it? 

Boffin: Doctors find it very useful. It simplifies 
diagnosis. 

Robert Frome comes in. He is a large, stmkirnt tnm 

in the late thirties. He is Chief of Police for the Pendarla 

district. 

George: Good evening, Bob. 

Bob; I’m afraid I’m a bit late, sir. But another car 
robbery case came up just as I was leaving. Grigsby’s 
away in the hills and I had to deal with it. 

George Qntrodneinf): Captain Frome, out Chief of 
Police — Mr. Blair-Kenncdy. You know everyone else. 

Bob: Rather, (Sbakissg bands sriib'BovFmi) Hope you 
had a good journey? 

Cuckoo: It’s becoming quite an epidemic, all these 
car robberies. Do you think it’s a gang? 

Bob (acceping a Martini from Christopher): No — not 
as serious as that really. This time it was the Inshmorcs' 
new Buick. 

AdivIirax: Surely that can be traced fairly easily. There 
are very few American cars on the island. 

Bob: We shall probably get it back in a day or two, 
providing wx can locate it before they break it up, 

Mrs. T.: Break it up? 

Bod: Yes — it’s a new racket. They take them up to 
the hills, dismember them completely and then smuggle 
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the bits over to one of the other islands and sell 
them. 

Bofitn: What on earth do the people that buy them 
do ■with them? 

Bob: AU manner of things. Make them into orna- 
ments and pots and pans. The natives ate extremely 
clever ■with their hands, you know. 

Boffin: Yes. Lady Alexandra explained that to me 
only a little while ago, didn’t she, George? 

Bob; Radiator caps fetch a big price. 

Boffin: Why? 

Bob: The women wear them. 

Boffin: Don’t tell me where — ^let me guess. 

Bob {to George); Hali is dining here tonight, isn’t 
he, sic? 

George: Yes. 

Bob: I’ll have a little talk to him. His organisation 
has ways and means of finding out things that we poor 
policemen can’t compete with. 

Cuckoo: I woul^’t trust Hah farther than I could 
see him. 

Edward (^amingly)-. Now then, dear 

Cuckoo: He’s too smooth and I don’t beheve he 
means a word he says. I can’t bear people who don’t 
mean what they say. Can you, hir. Kennedy? 

Boffin: I don’t min d them. It’s the people who only 
say what they mean who frighten the life out of me. 

Cuckoo (v'ifb a Utile laugby. How cynical! That’s just 
like a line out of one of your books. 

Boffin (ag-eeablj): Yes, isn’t it? No wonder they’re 
so succcssM. 

Lady Alexandra comes in. She is, as usual, a trifle 

breathless. 
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Sandra: I’m so sorry, everybody. I do wish I could 
just once be on time for something, but everj’thing went 
wrong — George, ought the bath water to be such a very 
dark brown? It looks like MxiUigatawny. 

Adjoral: It’s the drought. 

Sandra: Good evening. Cuckoo. How nice and 
cool you look. I love that dress. Edward, dear — how’s 
the sinus? 

George: Hay fever, my love. 

Edward: Not very good. I’m afraid. 

Sandra: It is beastly for 'you, I am so sorry. Perhaps 
a Benaedrine inhaler would be a help, I believe I’ve got 
one somewhere. Admiral, how nice to sec you — (to 
Mrs. Turling) — Grace, I must talk to you later. You 
are on the Unmarried Mothers sub-committee and so 
it’s more your dish than mine. ■ 

Mrs. T.: What has happened? 

Sandra: It’s the cashier in Woo Chung’s Emporium. 
She’s been at it again. 

Mrs. T.: Oh dear — how unfortunate. 

Sandra (to Boffin): Illcgitimaq" is one of our major 
problems here. This girl is an absolute fiend. She 
never stops havdng children all over the place and 
nothing will induce her to get married. We even had 
her baptized at Easter but it was no good. 

Boffin: Funny — ^I always thought that was a sure 
cure. 

Sandra; The trouble is I can’t help rather liking her. 
She’s quite lovely in a louche sort of way and she has a 
beguiling sense of humour and the most tremendous 
vitality. 

Boffin: I should think she’d need both. 

Sandra: Then of course, there’s tlic cross-breed 
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question. If only the Samolans would be content to hop 
into bed with each other it would all be so much 
simpler. But they will fraternise. 

Mrs. T.: They’re a friendly people, you know, and 
immensely hospitable. 

Sandra; Notliing has ever been able to convince 
them that sex is wrong. To them it’s just as simple as 
eating mangoes. 

Boffm: Only less stringy and indigestible. 

Cuckoo: There’s an appalling amount of mixed 
blood on this island, Mr. Kennedy, and it’s increasing 
^lArmingly. Before we know where we arc we shall find 
ourselves in the same position as South Africa. 

Boffin: Or Brighton. 

George; I think we’ve had enough of this sort of 
conversation now. Hali will be arriving in a minute 
and we don’t want him to catch us all chattering away 
about miscegenation. He mightn’t quite like in 

Sandra: It’s all my feult — I started it But I did 
want Boffin to get some idea of what goes on. 

Boffin: I’m doing fine. 

Sandra; Bobl I never said good evening to you. 
What’s happened about the sex murder? 

George: Here we go again. 

Bob: Nothing so far. I’m a&aid. 

Sandra: Any dues? 

Bob: Only a screwdriver and a rather tattered copy of 
Chatteris's Lover. 

Sanyamo comes in. 

Sanyamo (otws/OTCwg): Mr. Hali Alani. 

Sanyamo steps aside to allow Hali Alani to enter, and 

then disappears. Hali is tall, distingnsbed and impeccably 

dressed. He is wearing a white Etiropean dinner jacket over a 

59 



ACT I SOUTH SEA BUBBLE SCENE H 

brilliantly coloured Samolan sarong. On bis feet are gold 

sandals. 

Halt; I feat very much that I am the latest to 
arrive. 

Sandra; Don’t give it another thought. You’ve 
only beaten me by a short head, anyhow. 

Mali bows and shakes hands with George and then 

kisses Sandra’s band. 

George: Good evening, Hali. I missed you at the 
races on 'Tuesday. What happened to you? 

Halt: I had to attend a fer^y funer^. 

Sandra; Oh, how sad for you. I’m so sorry. 

Hali; Please do not be sorry. It was splendid fun. 
There was a dance afterwards. 

George; Not a very close relative I gather? 

Hali: Oh no. Only a cousin once and for all 
removed. He was very old and very disagreeable, and it 
was what you would caU high time. 

Sandra; I sec, I want to introduce you to Mr. 
Blair-Kennedy. He has just arrived. 

Halt (hoiving to Boffin): 'The island welcomes you. 

Boffin: Thank you. 

Hau: Your books are an unfailing delight to me, I 
have them ail and every one and I read them without 
ceasing. You are a most admirable and cheerful fellow. 

Boffin: 'Thank you again. 

Hali: It would ease my heart of much of its grateful 
burden if you would permit me to show you some of 
our island customs. 'There may be a great deal to 
enchant and astound you and provide you with copies. 

I win therefore, with His Exc^ency’s permission, give 
you a buzz in the morning. 

Boffin; 'That will be delightful. 

40 



act I 


SOUTH SEA BOUBtB 


SCENE II 


Sandra: Admiral and Mrs. TuiUng you knou'— The 

Coloakl Secretary— hirs. Honey 

Cuckoo: Good evening, Mr. Alani. 

Hau; I am so sad about your daughter being again a 
wolf this year, Mrs. Honey. 

Cuckoo: How on eartli did you know? It was only 
decided this afternoon. 

Bob: Hali knows everything. 

Haia; It is nothing mysteriousi This afternoon I 
rushed into Mr. Robbins the bank manager by chance. 
His little daughter with the fiinny teeth is also to be a wolf. 

Bostih; It sounds most suitable, but I’m afraid I 
have rather lost the thread of the conversation. 

Sandra: It’s the pantomime, Bofim dear. They do 
one every year. It confuses the natives dreadfully. 
Cuckoo; How can you, Sandra! It was a tremendous 
success last time. 

Sandra: Not with the students. Cuckoo. They 
thought it was propaganda and resented it. (To Boffin.) 
Mrs. Togstone, who is an ardent supporter of die 
Samolan Socialise Nationals, played Dick ‘Whittington. 
It neatly caused a riot, 

T.; Poor Mrs, Togstone — that native hut — 
and all those brooches. 

George: This year they’re doing Cwilerella, less 
controversial. All class distinctions nicely adjusted. 
None of dut inflammatory stuff about men of the 
people becoming Lord Mayors. Just honest, straight- 
forward snob value. 

Sandra; I don’t think they really believed for a 
moment dat Mrs. Togstone was a man-of-thc-people- 
They just got thoroughly muddled by the whole thing 
and rather irritable. 
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George: What will you dtink, Hali? 

Hau: Some plain soda-water, if you please. 

Sanhra: Oh dear — ^how rmconvivial of you. 

Hau: If I drink strong liquor before food, I am 
liable to become immeasurably gay and make loud 
noises. 

Boffdj: I should have thought that plain soda-water 
would induce even louder ones. 

^Sandra; There’s a kala-kala cocktail all ready for you. 
It s a Goverrunent House speciality. We call it 'West- 
ward Ho’. 

George; Come on, Hali — let yourself go and relax— 
no politics tonight. You don’t have to be careful what 
you say. 

Cuckoo: I am sure that Mr. Alani is always careful 
what he says. 

Halt; How kind of you, hirs. Honey. It is true that 
I try to be, but my English sometimes betrays me into 
foolishness. I have not, alas, my father’s supreme 
mastery of the language, but then, he went to Eton. 

George: That’s more than I did. 

Sahdra Now then, George — ^no inverted 

snobbism 

Ipmt; My father learnt many other things at Eton 
besides language. 

Boffin; Could be. 

And he wore a black shiny hat. We have it 
still in our library, 

Sandra; Mr. Alani, please weaken and have one 
little drink. I shall fed utterly miserable if you don’t. 

Hau; How can I not weaken at such sweet and 
tempting words, 

Sandra: Chns. Give Mr. Alani a ‘Westward Ho’ 
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immediatcl)', and give me one too, and tlicn we can all 
make terrific noises and have a wonderful time. 

Hali (fi'ifb a mile)'. I am overruled. 

Sandra: British Colonial Administration in a nut- 
shell. 

Christopher band! Sandra and Halt in'o cocktaih. 
Sandra {raising her glan)-. To your self-control, Mr. 
Alani, 

George (raising bis glass): To your ultimate self- 
govemincnt, Hali. 

Sandra: George, dear, there are moments when 
your suhdety quite overwhelms me. 

Hau (raising bis glass): To you, Lady Alexandra. I 
this one Uttle toast to you because of your great 
kindness and understanding of my people; because for 
our island it is sweet that you are here; because you 
™ke so light the good work you do; because you 
. laugh at serious things and make the little swift 
JO ^ to case away the difficulty of living, and above all, 
dy Alesandra, to use the vulgar slang that flies too 
. y “^y tongue, because you do not miss a bloody 
vkl (H> drinks bis cocktail in one gnlp.) 

ani'amo (entenng): Dinner is served. Your Ex- 
cellencies, 

Sandra: Thank you, dear Hali Alani. That was a 
ost charming toast and it has touched me very much, 
^ome along, everybody— Boffin— Cuckoo— Admiral— 
race^ {•^be nsbers the women off in the direction of the 
mng-rom. Jtat as she is going, she turns to George and 
a}'s softly.) How am I doing, darling? 

Curtain. 


43 



ACT H; Scene I 


The scene is the same and the time is about three hours later. 

When the airtain rises, Bofbin is lying in a long 
chair with awhishy and soda beside him on a small 
table. Cuckoo Honey is seated near him. She 
is nvrking on an embroidery frame. 

Cuckoo; — and of course they're dreadful about 
animals — no imagination whatever. The way they 
belabour those poor unfortunate mules would make 
your blood boil. I've always been funny like that, you 
know — just can’t bear to sec animals ill-treated. 

Boffin: Perhaps you should consult a psychiatrist. 

Cuckoo: No, but seriously — they're not nearly as 
dvilised as they think they arc. Of course, some of 
them, the more educated types like Mali Alani, have a 
sort of veneer, but it’s only skin deep, I assure you. Just 
you try scratching that veneer and see what happens. 

Boffin: I doubt if a suitable opportunity will 
occur. 

Cuckoo: I sometimes wonder if dear Sandra really 
understands that 

Boffin: What? 

Cuckoo: How primitive they still are — ^underneath. 

Boffin; I think we’re all fairly primitive underneath. 
I know that I am constantly having to crush down the 
most appalling urges. 

Cuckoo: I expect you see life quite differently from 
ordinary people — mean, being a world-femous writer 
and having people making a fuss of you all the time. 
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Boffin: They occasionally let up. 

Cuckoo: I’m afraid you must have found this 
evening very dulL 

Boffin: Not at all. I’ve enjoyed it immensely. 

Cuckoo: You know, I have a dreadful confession to 
make. 

Boffin: Confession? 

Cuckoo: You’ll probably think me absolutely awful, 
but I can’t bear false pretences and playing up to people 
— ^it’s just not in my nature. 

Boffin: Very coihmendable. 

Cuckoo: And anyhow, you’re so b rillian t and 
successful that what I say couldn’t matter to you one 
■way or the other, could it? 

Boffin: That depends what it is. 

Cuckoo: Well it’s this — ^Fve read all your books and 
fr^kly, I didn’t care for them. 

Boffin: Did you buy them or get them from the 
library? 

Cuckoo: I bought them of course. We have all our 
books sent out from Hatchards. 

Boffin: Well, that’s all right then, isn’t it? 

Cuckoo: Honestly, I don’t think they’re worthy of 
you. 

Boffin: How do you know? 

Cuckoo; Do you — reaUy and truly — ^like them 
yourself? 

Boffin; Tremendously. I just can’t put them down. 

Cuckoo; Of course, I know they’re frightfully clever 
and aU that, but you must a dmi t they don’t ‘contribute’ 
very much, do they? 

Boffin: They contribute a hell of a lot to me. 

Cuckoo: I wasn’t speaking commercially, 
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Boffin: I was. 

Cuckoo: With the world in its present state there 
arc so many really important things to write about 

Boffin: Name three. 

Cuckoo: I know I’m not very good at expressing 
myself and I expect you think I'm an awfiil fool 

Boffin: The idea had occurred to me. 

Cuckoo {with a fltislercd little laugh): I asked for that — 
didn’t I? 

Boffin: Yes. 

Cuckoo; But a man with your gifts and your ex- 
perience of the world and people, don’t you think you 
have a sort of responsibility, a sort of duty, to the 
public? 

Boffin; In what way? 

Cuckoo: You could do so much to help. 

Boffin; Who? 

Cuckoo: All sorts of people. 

Boffin: How? 

Cuckoo: I see it’s no use saying any more. You’re 
just deliberately misunderstanding me. 

Boffin: I wouldn’t be sure of that. 

Cuckoo (jvitb di^itf): You must forgive me if I have 
been impertinent 

Boffin: Why? 

Cuckoo: I'm sure Fm very sorry if I spoke out of 
turn. I should have thought a man in your position 
would be big enough to be able to take a little honest 
criticism. 

Boffin: Why? 

Cuckoo {au^lj, shoving her embroidery into her hig)' 
But I see I was wrong. 

Boffin: Then you’re making giant strides, Mrs. Honey. 
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Christopher comes in . 

Christopher: I’ve just packed tlie Tuilings into 
tkeir car. Their battery’s dead and they have no lights, 
so Bob Frome is leading them home. Where’s Lady 
A.? 

Cuckoo: She’s still in the garden with Hali Alani. 
They went out a long time ago. 

Christopher: Edward has finished with H. E. He’s 
gone to his own office to sign some letters. He asked 
me to tell you to pick him up there when you go. 
Cuckoo: It’s getting very late. 

Christopher; I can drop you home if you like. I’ve 
got to go to Mitzi’s party at the Opula Club. 

Cuckoo: No. I’d better wait for Edward. Oughtn’t 
you to wait until Hali Alani goes? 

Christopher; No. H. E. said it would be all right 
Mr. Kennedy, would you explain to Lady A. that I’ve 
gone on to Mtzi’s? 

Boffin: Certainly. Who is Mltzi? 

^ Christopher: Mtzi Radlett She’s quite a character. 
I U get Lady A. to ask her up to dinn er one night and 
■we’U make her do her imitations. She takes off every- 
one in the Colony. 

Cuckoo: Personally I can’t stand her. Of course in 
Our position here we have to be outwardly nice to 
everyone. I mean to say, it’s part of the job, isn’t it? 
Boffin: Presumably, 

Cuckoo: I said to my husband only the other day. 
Have her to the house if you must — officially. But no 
more than that’ 

Boffin; Was he plaimhig a more intimate as- 
sociation? 

Cuckoo; No, Mr. Kennedy. He was not 
47 



ACT n SOUTH SEA BUBBLE SCEtfe 1 

Christopher: Poor old Mitzi. You have got It in 
for her, haven’t you? ! 

Cuckoo; CemMy not. 1 just don’t happen to like 
the way she goes on. Of course, I know she has'money 
and entertains a lot, and Heaven knows I’m not a snob, 
but one either knows how to behave or one doesn’t 
(To Boffin.) Don’t you agree? 

Boffin: With every fibre of my being, 

Christopher: She’s very popular on the island. 

Cuckoo; Only with a certain set Actually, she is a 
very bad influence. Pam Hewlenn said that the last 
party she gave was an absolute brawl, all colours and 
classes mixed up. 

Christopher: J think Mitzi’s parties are great fiin. 
Good-night, Cuckoo. Good-night, sir. 

Bophn; Good-night. I hope you have a good time. 

Christopher; Thanks. 

H? gpflr. 

Cuckoo: Poor Chris. 

Boffin: Why poor? He seems remarkably cheerful 
to me. 

Cuckoo: We’re all rather worried about him. He 
gads about fer too much. 

Boffin: Why shouldn’t he when he’s not on duty? 

Cuckoo: In a small island like this, any of us who 
have the slightest connection wirii the Government are 
always on duty. 

Boffin: I think you shoulder the White Man’s 
Burden quite splendidly, Mrs. Honey. You must be 
exhausted. 

Cuckoo: I know you’re laughing at me and I 
suppose it’s my own feulL 

Boffin: You have the most disconcerting habit of 
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making statements to which there is absolutely no 
reply. 

Cuckoo: I just can’t help feeling strongly about 
certain things. I was brought up in India you see, and I 
expect a sense of the importance of British prestige is 
more or less ingrained in me. 

Boffin: Time marches on. 

Cuckoo: My father tras stationed at Darjeeling when 
I was bom. 

Boffin: Nice place, Darjeeling. 

Cuckoo: Do you know it? 

Boffin: No. But a friend of min e shot himself 
through the foot there once. He spoke very highly 
of it 

Cuckoo; I always think that India gives one an 
entirely different viewpoint, particularly with regard to 
out relationships with native populations. 

Boffin: It’s certainly done its best 

Cuckoo: I know that the modem democratic idea is 
that we should treat them aU as equals, but I must 
say 

Boffin: Allow me to correct you. The really modem 
idea is that we should treat them all as superiors. 

Cuckoo (with a gay laugh)'. I see we agree at last 

Boffin: It’s been a grisly struggle. 

Cuckoo: You mustn’t think from the way I go on 
that I don’t like the Samolans. As a matter of feet I’m 
very fond of them. They’re like children in some ways 
but what I really feel is that they are becoming rather 
spoiled children. That’s why I’m worried about Sandra. 

Boffin: Oh — are you worried about her too? 

Cuckoo: Not worried exactly — ^but a htde bit 
perturbed. 
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Boffin: 'Why? 

Cuckoo; W^, I don’t think she quite realises a lot of 
things, all the ins and outs of the situation. 

Boffin: She’ll probably ■win through in the end. 
Give her time. 

Cuckoo: You’^ve kno'wn her for years, haven’t you? 

Boffin: Yes. We’re old fiiends. 

Cuckoo: She must have been lovely as a girl. 

^ Boffin: No. As a matter of fact she 'was quite 
hideous. 

Cuckoo: Ob! 

Boffin: Fat and ungainly, you kno'w — always 
knocking things over. 

Cuckoo: You can’t expect me to believe that. 

Boffin: You can believe anything if you have 
enough Mth. 'Wishful thinking works wonders. 

Cuckoo: You could help her. 

Boffin: In what ■way? 

Cuckoo: By talking to her. 

Boffin: About the ins and outs of the native 
population? 

Cuckoo: Well, more or less — I mean 

Boffin: That’s exactly what I would be fascinated to 
find out. 'What </o you mean? 

Cuckoo; Everybody adores Sandra. She’s so 
enthusiastic and so vital and she works terribly hard b'ut 
she rV inclined to be a trifle indiscreet. 

Boffin; Indiscreet? 

Cuckoo: You must have seen for yourself at dinner 
tonight how she ■was laughing and Joking ■with Hali 
Alam to the exclusion of everyone else and now she’s 
been out in the garden alone "with fiim for hours. I 
know there isn’t anything in it really and that it’s just 
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thougMessness, but you know how people gossip in a 
small place like this. 

Boffin: TbatisbecoiniDgiocres^gly deaitome. 

Cuckoo {stifflj)-. I’m a&aid I rather resent your tone, 
Mr. Kennedy. 

Boffin: Well, that’s quite fair. Tve been resenting 
yours for the last ten minutes. (He rises and goes to toe 
drink table.') Would you like a drink? 

Cuckoo: No, thank you. 

Boffin: I think I’ll have one if you don’t mind. 
Cuckoo: I wouldn’t like you to misunderstand my 
motives in speaking as I have. 

Boffin (mixing a drinfy Don’t worry. I understand 
your motives perfectly. 

Cuckoo: I thought I could talk to you confidentially, 
as a fiiend. 

Boffin: Surely that was rather an erratic assumption, 
considering that we only met this evening for the first 
time? 

Cuckoo: I’m aware that 1 am entirely to blame for 
the feet that we’re not hitting it off. I should never 
have made the foolish mistake of criticising your books. 

Boffin: Your real mistake lay in imagiaing that I 
should be interested. 

Cuckoo: That was downright rude, Mr. Kennedy. 
Boffin: Yes, it was, Mrs. Honey, and unhke your 
own rather inept achievements in the same field, it was 
fully intended to be. 

Cuckoo (bridling): Well, really! Good-night, Mr. 
Kennedy. 

Boffin (ratting bis glass): The skin off your nose, Mrs. 
Honey. 

Cuckoo snetps out. 
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Boffin looks after her with a slight smile and sips bis 

drink, Sandeia and Halt Alani come in from the 

garden. Hau is wearing a tsiberose in his bt/ttonhole. 

Sandra: Boffiii, darling. Your first evening in 
Samolo and here you are sozzling all by yourself in the 
moonlight. Where’s evciyfbody gone? 

Boffin: I can tell you categorically, but I ■warn you it 
■will be dull. 

Sandra; Where’s Chris? 

Boffin: With dear old Mitzi. She’s gi-dng some 
killing imitations at the what’s-a-namc club, 

Sandra: You must meet Mitzi. She’s one of those 
people one loves out here but rather dreads having to 
lunch in London, 

Boffin: Heaven knows Fm not a snob but one must 
draw the line somewhere. 

Sandra: I sec you’ve been talking to Cuckoo. 

Boffin: Cuckoo has been talking to me. There’s a 
subtle distinction. 

Sandra: There’s something about Cuckoo that I like 
but I can never think what it is. Has she gone home? 

Boffin: She flounced off in a rage to collect her 
allergic husband. 

Sandra: Were you beastly to her? 

Boffin: Fairly, But she certainly asked for it 

Sandra: Oh dearl There’s been a drama- — -I can feel 
it in the air. Hali, do help yourself to a drink and sit 
down. You look so impermanent standing about like 
that 

Hali: It is getting late, Lady Sandra. It is time for 
me to toode off home. 

Sandra: Don’t toode quite yet just relax for a 
minute after pounding up and down all those garden 
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paths. (To Boffin,) He’s been teaching me the 
Samolan names for everything — absolutely fascinating. 
The night-scented jasmin’s out on account of the moon. 
I’ve forgotten the name for that already. 

Halt: Solali Lalua Lugi. 

Boffin: That ought to fix Beverley Nichols. 

Sandra: Give me some orange juiccj Boffin. There’s 
some in that jug. Hali — ^tvould you like -whisky, brandy, 
kala-kala or tvhat? 

Halt, I, too, -will take orange juice. 

Sandra; Oh dear, it’s awfully difficult to influence 
people who only drink orange juice. Won’t you at 
least have a nip of gin in it? 

Hali: If you -will, Lady Sandra. 

Sandra: Of course I wilL 

Hali: Is it me that you -wish to influence? 

Sandra; Oh, yes. Didn’t you know? I’ve been 
tearing myself to shreds in the garden for hours. 

Halt: On what part of me is it that you wish the 
influence to -work? My character or my political vie-ws? 

Sandra; I think you have a chaining character. 
Hah. I wouldn’t try to tamper with it for the -world. 

Hali: Was it for the politics then, that you gave me 
the tuberose? 

Sandra (xw/Twg); I gave you the tuberose because it 
smells very nice and looks very nice. You really should 
h^ve a hibiscus behind your ear. I can’t imagine why I 
didn’t think of it 

Boffin: You must be slipping. 

Hali: A red flower behind the ear in this country 
a great significance. 

Boffin: It would be fairly significant in Uxbridge. 

Hau: Where is tbati’ 
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Boffin; A dear little village near Arthur Bank. 

Sandra; BofSn — be a dear and give us our drinks 
and go right away somewhere. 

Boffin: I’ve only just unpacked. 

Sandra: You Imow perfectly well what I mean. 
Haven’t you got a nice book to read? 

Boffin: Yes. It’s caUci Tomrroii> ij tb( EnJ. But I 
don’t feel in the mood for it tonight. (He handt them 
ibeir drinks.) 

Sandra: Go and play the piano, then. Just let your 
fingers roam lightly over the keys — not too lightly 
though, because the climate makes them stick. Im- 
provise — something romantic and nostalgic, (To Hau.) 
He improvises beautifully. 

(goinginto the house): Don’t we ah? 

He goes. 

Sandra: Isn’t Boffin charming? He’s one of my 
dearest friends, 

Hau: In that he is most splendidly fortunate. 

Sandra; Have you really read his books or were you 
merely being polite? 

Hali: I have read every one. They have made roe 
laugh like drams. 

Sandra: Just one drain, Hali. Not a whole lot. 

Halt: I find the English idiom difficult to grip. 

Sandra (settling herself in the chaise longue): Now then 
— ^where were we? 

Halt (sitting on the verandah rail): When? 

Sandra: When I said it was time to come in. 

Hau: We were speaking about the Samolan children 
and how like fishes ffiey swam. You also mentioned His 
Excellency your husband and the hump of Richard the 
Third. 
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Sandra: You, probably thought I was dotty. But I 
must have been leading up to something. 

Hau; You were looking most pretty while you 
spoke. 

Sandra; Was I really? How gratifying. 

HALt: I am very susceptible to the beauty of ladies. 

Sandra; Very right and proper. Your parents must 
be so relieved. 

Hau: In any country. Lady Sandra, you would be 
most lovely. But here in Samolo it is even more clear. 

Sandra; How do you account for that geographical 
distinction? 

Hau: The light on this island is different — ^parti- 
cularly when the stars are out When we were standing 
by the big jacaranda tree and looking up at the sky — 
your eyes were s hinin g. 

Sandra (scnitinisiug her face in her compact)’. Well, my 
nose is shining now like a lighthouse. {She powders it 
vigorously) 

Hau: You make the mock of my words? 

Sandra; Well, no — not exactly- — but I never quite 
know what to do when people pay me compliments. 
It rather embarrasses me. 

Hau: Most ladies like the compliments no end. 

Sandra: Yes, I’m sure they do, but 

Hali: I do not quite understand. When we walk in 
the garden you are most sweet and soft, but here on the 
verandah you are suddenly sharp as nails. I find myself 
at sea. 

Sandra (belplesslj): Oh, dearl 

Hau: Have I, without knowing, said something 
beastly rude to offend you? 

Sandra; No, Hali. Of course you haven’t. 
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Halt: Then why is the tnood of growing firicndship 
suddenly in. the smithereens? 

Sandra: The mood of growing friendship is quite 
all right- — ^really it is — only I would just like it to stay 
like that and not become complicated in any way. 

Jit this moment. Boffin, indoors, begins to picy 

sentimental msuic on the piano. Then is a slight pause. 

Halt: Did His Excellency ask you to talk to me in the 
garden? 

Sandra {with a smile)’. The tuberose was my own idea 
entirely. 

Hali: Did he, Lady Sandra? 

Sandra Qistetiing to the music)'. There now — that 
sounds lovely, doesn’t it? He has such a light touch. A 
light touch, Hali, is one of the most important things in 
the world. You will remember diat, won’ryou? 

Halt; I will try. {He istms awo}’.) 

Sandra: Are you angry with me? 

Hali: Yes. 

Sandra: Oh — ^please don’t be. There isn’t anything 
to be angry about — ^really there isn’t 

Hali: I am a man of great pride in my heart and I do 
not like to be thought the bloody fool. 

Sandra; No one would ever think you that, HalL 

Hali: I wish to be a fiiend both to you as a lady, and 
to your country which I love much although I have 
never been there. I wish to he trusted. 

Sandra: There was no question of not trusting 
you. 

Ham; His Excellency does not trust me, or my fether. 

Sandra; Of course he does. Why shouldn’t be? 

Ham; Because he thinks we are behind times and 
make the bad influence on people. 
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Sandra; I don’t think he considers _ you a bad 
influence exactly. He just feels that your ideas for the 
future of the country ate a little — a litde retrogressive. 
Hali: What is that? 

Sandra: Well — ^the opposite of progressive. Going 
baclovards instead of forwards. 

Hah: I thought that ‘progressive’ meant going to 
the left. 

Sandra: WeU, in a political sense I suppose it does 
really; at any rate that is what a lot of people seem to 
think. 

Halt: His Excellency, also? 

Sandra Yes, Hali, My husband is a sodahst 

and an idealist. He believes that all men should be equal 
and independent and free to do what they want to do. 
That is why he wishes to help the Samolans to break 
away from British Colonial authority and learn to 
govern themselves. 

Halt: But they do not want to. They are most 
contented as they are. 

Sandra: Yes, I know, but you must see that it would 
be better for them in the long run. 

Halt: Why? 

Sandra (j}oimderir,g a littley. Well — ^because they 
would ultimately have Dominion status and be their 
own masters like Canada and Australia and South 
Africa. 

^Mx{porrifiiS)\ South Afidca? 

Sandra: Oh dear, perhaps I shouldn’t have men- 
tioned South Africa. I’m not very good at this sort of 
discussion. Do let’s talk about something else. 

Halt (rw/%); You are a very sweet lady. 

S.ANDRA: That’s better. Now wc know where we arc. 
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Hali; And that is a beautiful, beautiful dress. 

Sandra: Thank you, Hali, I’m so glad you like it It 
came from Paris. 

Hau; Does Paris have self-government? 

Sandra: Yes, every Tuesday. 

Halt: I have never in my life made the travels. I 
have never seen any of the tvorld’s glorious ■wonders. 
Mount Vesuvius, the Arc de Triomphe, the Albert Hall. 

Sandra: Well, •when you do, take my advice and 
make a bee line for the Arc de Triomphe. 

Hau: There are so many questions I would wish to 
pose to you, 

Sandra (smiling’. Pose away. 

For instance, is it true that in England all the 
Public Conveniences are free? 

Sandra (startled)'. Public Conveniences? Do you 
mean buses and taxis and tubes? 

Hau; Oh no. I mean Public Conveniences. 

Sandra: What an extraordinary question. Why on 
earth do you want to know? 

Halt; Both my father and 1 think most deeply about 
Public Conveniences. 

Sandra: Then you should really try to snap out 
of it. 

Hau: What is snap? 

Sandra: Nevermind. It doesn’t matter. 

Hau: You have not given the answer to my question. 

Sandra: It rather took me by surprise. 

Hau: Are they then &ee for rich and poor alike? 

Sandra: Well, if you must know, some of them are 
and some of them aren’t. In most of them you pop a 
penny in the slot and hope for the best 

(clappinghh bands)’. Hurrah! Bravol Good egg! 
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Sandra: This is one of the most baflBing con- 
versations I have ever had. 

Ham: Was it about the Public Conveniences that 
His Excellency wished that you would influence me? 

Sandra: No. Strange as it may seem to you, the 
subject never came up. 

Ham: I am most glad. 

Sandra: I think I am too, really. It’s not a parti- 
cularly edifying topic. 

Ham: Was it perhaps that he wished you to persuade 
me to turn to the left? 

Sandra: No, Hah, it was not. Please don’t let’s talk 
about it any more. It was just foohshness. 

Ham: You will perhaps let me say one more tiny 
thing? 

Sandra: If you insist. 

Halt: It is this. In the pohtical afiairs in which I 
have power, I beheve that I know, and that my father 
knows, what is best for our people, and no beautiful 
woman, even you. Lady Sandra, in the moonhght and 
under the bright stars, would make me change the idea. 
No siree. Not for aU the rice in C hina . 

Sandra (/arigbing): Oh, Hah — ^you really are very 
beguiling. 

Ham: Is it at me you laugh now — or my bad EngUsh? 

Sandra: A htde of both — ^but it isn’t unkind 
laughter. 

Ham; Have I not made you a httle ashamed with 
what I have said? 

Sandra: Yes — as a matter of fact you have. 

Halt; That then is to the good. 

Sandra: You must accept your victory gracefully, 
Hali. There’s no necessity to rub it in. 
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Halt; We are friends? 

Sandra; Of course we ate. I really am sorry — 1 
wouldn’t have hurt your feelings for the world. 

Hau: Whoopee! You make my heart light 

Sandra; Good. You haven’t finished your drink 

Hau; I drink little. It is not well for me when I 
drink Sometimes in my life I have been badly drunk 
and made great trouble. 

Sandra: You have that in common with several of 
my dearest friends. 

Hau: Once at a party in the hills, I broke two 
people’s heads — bourn — ^like that — they crack together. 

Sandra; I’ve often wanted to do that even when 
stone cold sober. 

Hau: What is this music be plays now? 

Sandra A very old song — 1 haven’t beard 

it for ages. 

Hau: It is pretty. 

Sandra: It was tremendously popular years ago — it 
was played by barrel organs and dance orchestras — 
once it was even done by massed bands at the Aldershot 
Tattoo. 

Hau: What please is that? 

Sandra; A lot of soldiers marching about for a week 
in Hampshire. 

Hau: You will dance with me, please? 

Sandra {siartkdy. Oh — do you really think that 
would be a good idea? 

Hau: Why not — dance with much grace and ease. 

Sandra: Tm sure you do, but don’t you think wc 
should look rather silly swirling about out here all by 
ourselves? 

Hau: Who would see us? 
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Sandra: Well, almost anybody really — Sanyamo 
might come in — ^be’s a very correct butler — ^it might 
fluster him. 

Hali; Sanyamo is himself a most alert dancer — ever 
since he was a little boy he has danced — did you not 
know that? 

Sandra: No — actually the subject never happened to 
come up. 

Hali: Please, Lady Sandra. It would be such 
pleasure to me. 

Sandra: Very well, Hali — ^if you insist 
She dances with him. While ihy are doing so, CuCKOO 
comes in. She sees them and stands transfixed with horror. 
Cuckoo: Lady Alexandra. 

Sandra (distngagng herself from PIali’s arms')'. Why, 
Cuckoo — thought you had gone ages ago. 

Cuckoo: I’ve been waiting for ^ward. He’s getting 
the car. I came back for my bag. 

Hali {picking it tpfrom a chair)’. Is this it? 

Cuckoo {taking it — icily)’. Thank you — ^it is. 

Sandra {to Hali): You know, if we are going to 
take to dancing seriously on this verandah we must do 
something about the floor. It’s like nougat 
Cuckoo: I apologise for intruding. 

Sandra: Please don’t, it couldn’t matter less. Mind 
you, if we had been doing something really com- 
plicated, such as Hali whirling me round his head like 
an Indian club, a sudden interruption might have been 
fatal, but as it is there’s no harm done. 

Edward comes in. 

Edward: Ah, there you are, Hali Alani. You’ve 
parked your car just in front of mine and I can’t get out 
If you’ll give me your keys I can move it. 
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Halt: I -will come myself — am so socty. Excuse 
me, please, Lady Sandra? 

Hali and Edward gi out. 

There is silence for a risometit, Sandra takes a cigarette 

and lights it. 

Sandra {handing Cuckoo the box): I’m so sorry— 
cigarette? 

Cuckoo: No, thank you. 

Sandra: What’s the matter. Cuckoo? You look 
depressed. Has Edward got the snuffles again? 

Cuckoo: I am not depressed, but! am a little upset 

Sandra: Did you get into an argument with Boffin? 

Cuckoo: I think Mr. Kennedy is the rudest man I 
ever met 

Sandra: What nonsense. Cuckoo, He’s perfectly 
charming. You must have provoked him. What on 
earth did you say to make him take against you? 

Cuckoo: Whether Mr. Kennedy takes against me or 
not isn’t of the faintest interest to me. It’s not that that’s 
upsetting me. 

Sandra: Perhaps it was those crayfish at dinner? 
George loves them but personally I mri never get at 
them — to me they’re a form of occupational therapy. 

Cuckoo: It’s nothing to do with the crayfish. 

Sandra: It couldn’t have been the lamb. It was dull, 
I grant you, but there was nothing malign about 
it. 

Cuckoo: You are purposely misunderstanding me. 

Sandra: Perhaps, Cuckoo. It’s sometimes quite a 
wise plan, you know. 

Cuckoo (with a rsisb): I must say what’s on my mind, 
Sandra. And if you think I’m interfering, it can’t be 
hel|jed. I’m like that and always have been. 
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Sandra: Like what? 

Cuckoo: If anything’s worrying me I just have to 
come straight out with it. 

Sandra: That must make your life rather convulsive 
socially. 

Cuckoo: I’m your friend, Sandra, you really must 
believe that 

Sandra: It may be idiotic of me, but I always believe 
that everyone is my fidend until I have definite proof to 
the contrary. 

Cuckoo: I’ve lived in the Colonies much longer than 
you have and I know — I really know. 

Sandra {quietly)’. What do you know. Cuckoo? 

Cuckoo: Where to draw the line. 

Sandra: That particular knowledge seems tem- 
porarily to have forsaken you. 

Cuckoo: I know you think I’m interfering but it 
can’t he helped. 

Sandra: You said that before. 

Cuckoo: You must not do these things, Sandra — 
you really must notl 

Sandra: What things? 

Cuckoo: Hali Alani is aU very well in his way. 

Sandra: That’s all we can any of us hope to he. 

Cuckoo: In feet. I’m sure he’s very fascinating and 
attractive 

Sandra: If this is your idea of coming straight out 
■with something, I have news for you. 

Cuckoo: What I mean to say is — that in your 
position here you cannot afford to — to hob-nob with 
the natives. You really cannot. 

Sandra {u'itb a sigh)’. Oh, Cuckoo. You are making 
the most cracking fool of yourself. Do please stop. 
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George comes in. He is canying his coat over bis arm. 

George: Hallo, my love. I tliought everyone had 
gone. 

Sandra: They nearly have. Hall is moving his car so 
that Edward can take Cuckoo home. 

George (sensing that all is not mil)'. Have I interrupted 
a little private chat? 

Sandra: Cuckoo has been advising me on the 
techmque of Colonial social procedure. She has an 
unerring grip on inessentials. 

Boffin comes in. 

Boffin: Has anyone thought of doing anything 
about that piano? 

Sandra: It’s tuned regularly. 

Boffin: I meant something mote drastic than that, 
like throwing it into the sea, 

Sandra; Thank you for playing it anyway, dear 
Boffin, You’ve been a great comfort 

George (go/hg to the drink table)'. How about a 
nightcap? 

Edward c/H Hau come back. 

Edward (to Cuckoo): I’m ready when you are^ 
dear. 

George: Won’t you have a drink before you go? 

Edward: No, thank you, sir. 

Hali: I must say good-nighp Your Excellency. It 
has been an evening of great delight . 

George: I hope my wife has been looking after you 
all right? 

^ Hali; Lady Sandra, like always, has been most 
kind. 

Sandra: We’ve been walking in the garden, George. 

It was all highly romantic, and I gave him a tuberose, 
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and later we had a fas cinatin g little chat about public 
conveniences. 

Edward (w horror)'. A tuberose — oh dear! {He 
sneezes), 

Sandra: Now that must be mental suggestion, 
Edward. You couldn’t possibly have smelt it Eom right 
over there. 

Halt {advancing fo Sandra): Lady Sandra 

Sandra (n>itb stiddeti decision): Just a moment, Hali. 
{She gives a swift look at Cuckoo.) George. 

George: Yes, dear? 

Sandra: Hali has very kindly said that he would take 
me to Mitzi Radlett’s party at Ae club. You know she 
invited us both and I never did a thing about it 
George: It’s a bit late to drive all that way, isn’t it? 
Sandra: Not really late — and I don’t feel in the least 
like going to bed. 

George: Well, I do, I must say. 

Sandra: Ah, darling, but you’ve been working, 
■'vhile Fve merely been enjoying myself. As a matter of 

fact I still am. 

George: I still think it’s a bit late to go careering 
about the island. 

Sandra: You can’t caU just going to the dear old 
Opula club careering about the island. 

George: Are you going. Cuckoo? 

Cuckoo: I certainly am not. 

George: Oh, of course, I forgot, you and hCtzi had a 
bit of a dust-up, didn’t you? 

Cuckoo: Not at all — it is merely that . . . 

Edward: Never mind all that now, dear . . . 
George: Do you feel like going, BofEn? 

Boffin: Well— I . . . 
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Sandka: IVe been trying to talk bim into it for 
hours but be was adafflant He says his head is sdU 
splitting from the plane and he thinks he’s starting a 
summer cold. How is your head now, dear? 

Boffin: Just turning round and round. 

George: Try some Phensic. 

Sandra: I’ve had some put by his bed. 

Boffin: You think of everything, dear. 

Sandra: Halt will look after me and drive me back 
all tight — won’t you. Hah? 

Hali: For me it will be the great pleasure to drive 
you anywhere you wish. Lady Sandra. 

Sandra: How sweet of you — thank you so much. 
As a matter of fact, Chris is at the party already and he 
can bring me home quite easily. Anyhow, I shall only 
stay a little while, just to make a politeness. (S^f kissts 
George.) Good-night, darling. 

George; Well, if you must go you must, I suppose. 
Run along and enjoy yourself, 

Sandra: Don’t forget to have a light breakfast in 
the morning because diere’s curry for lunch. Good- 
night, Edward — do try to wipe from your mind any- 
thing in the least floral Boflin, darling, I do hope 
you sleep well and wake up feeling smooth and ironed 
out. The room you’re in is rather stufiy, Tm afimd 
— you’d better do what I do and throw everyiag wide 
open. 

Boffin: You’re telling me! 

Sandra: Come along, Hali — we really must not 
dawdle any more — ^we should have been there hours 
ago. (She snatches up her cloak and bag and slips her am 
throng Halt’s.) Good-night, Cuckoo. I’m afraid 
you’ve had a beasdy evening what with one thing and 
66 



ACT n SOUTH SEA BUBBLE SCENE I 

another. She’s in rather a state, Edward, so you’d 
better keep your eye on her — and for Heaven’s sake see 
that she doesn’t hob-nob with anyone peculiar on the 
way home. 

Sandra mid Hali go off. 

The Lights Fade. 
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Scene: Tie scene is Ha/i Plant's bouse. 

Time: About three hours have elapsed since the preceding Act. 

The Teach House is a small shack on the edge of the 
sea at Paiatia Bey on the north-east coast of the island. 
In order to reach it from Pendarla, the capital, it is 
necessary to drive over the motmtaws and through 
I^lami Pass, one of the most famosts beau^ spots of the 
island, and descend throng sugar-cane and banana 
plantations to the sea. 

The shack is comfortably furnished with beach 
furniture imported from America, This has been 
embellished ly a few Samolan ideas. There are, for 
instance, two native war drums in one comer, a carved 
wooden screen painted in br^arre colours, a curtain made 
of scarlet native beads bangpng over the door on the left 
which leads to the Htcbenette, the shower and ehangng 
room. There is also, prominently displayed, a shining 
and hideous cocktail cabinet. Along the back wall are 
shuttered windows opening on to the verandah and the 
beach. The main door is on the right. 

When the curtain rises, moonlight is shining 
strongly through the shutters and there is the mtfded 
roar of the sttrf pomding on the reef a half a mile 
away. There is the sound of a car drawing up 
outside, then, after a moment or two Hau comes 
in and switches an the lights. Sattora follows him. 
He takes her cloak and lays it on the divan. He then 
flings open the shutters of one of the windows. 
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Sandra: Do you almys cirive as fest as that^ 

HAli: Only -when I am gay and happy. 

Sandra: I must try to think of something to depress 
you on the way back. 

Halt; You ate not still angry with me? 

Sandra: I think I’m too sleepy to be angry- — ^I’m just 
resigned. 

Hali; We will have the little drink and then you will 
be no more sleepy. 

Sandra: No, thank you, Hali. 

Hau: It is with such pride and pleasure that I bring 
you here — ^it is so beautiful and peaceful and there is 
always the sound of the sea — ^it is cool too, on this side 
of the island at night. 

Sandra: 1 suspect that it will be even cooler in 
Government House in the morning. 

Hali: Nobody need ever know that we make this 
little adventure. It wiU be the quiet secret between you 
and me. 

Sandra: Nonsense, Hah — it will be no such thing.^ 

I detest having quiet secrets with anybody ^it makes 
me nervous. 

Hau; The whole evening has taken the nose- 
dive. 

Sandra; It certainly has. 

Halt: I have offended you by doing the quick 
impulsive thing when I should have carefully thought. 
I would not offend you for all the tea in China. 

Sandra; Kicc. 

Hau: It is optional. 

Sandra: Anyhow, you kaven’t offended me— 
you’ve merely made me feel rather siUy. I know it was 
all my own feult in the first place but that doesn’t make 
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it any better— and as for that ass Cuckoo— I’d like to 
tbiotde her. 

Haxi: Was it because of her that you had the swift 
idea about going to the party? 

Sattoba; Yes— it was. 

Hah: Because she saw that we danced — and you are 
the Governor’s lady and I am the wrong colour? 

Sandba: Let’s go back now, please; Hali — ^it’s been 
great fun — but the fun’s over. 

Hau; One small ddnk? 

Sandra: No, thank you. 

Halt: Please, Lady Sandra — to show that you are 
forgiving me. 

Sandra: I’ve quite forgiven you — except for driving 
like a maniac — as I said before, it’s ail been my own fault 
— and if I hadn’t been half-asleep after that ii otic party 
of Mitzi’s, I should have noticed where we were going 
before we got nearly to the top of the mountains. 

Hau: You did not enjoy driving through Lailanu 
Pass and looking at the great peaks like black fingers in 
the sky, and the moon shining Hr away on the sea? 

Sandra; Of course I did — it was lovely. 

Hau: To come here was so litde further — ^I wanted 
so much for you to see it 

Sandra: I know, Hali — but you must realise 

Hau: I reahse that I make the bitter mistake — am 
most, most sorry. 

Sandra: There’s no reason to be so utterly miserable, 
Hah — it doesn’t matter all that much. 

Hau; Please, one drink before we go? 

Sandra (giving tti)-. AH right — just one, then — and a 
very small one at that 

Hau (delighted)'. That is good — my heart begins 
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to rise up. I -will mix you the kala-kala as it should 
be right and proper — I have the special mellowed 
bottles here — most ancient — my father gave them to me. 

Sandra: A very nice paternal thought. 

Halt (a/ the drink cabinet): In the old days they drink 
It with ground kri-kri nuts and most hot peppers, but 
the custom died out. 

Sandra; I’m so glad. 

Hali; The missionaries said it was wicked because it 
made too much cxdtcmcnt and people forgot the new 
Lord God and went back to Old Tikki and Fum- 
fumbolo. 

Sandra: What ate they? 

Hau: Volcanoes. 

Sandra: Most appropriate. 

Hau: I will get ihc ice from the fidg — ^I will be two 
shakes. 

Sandra: The G is soft, Hali. 

Hau: You would see the kitchen? It is the last word 
in daring modem innovations. 

Sandra: By all means. 

T% hofb^o off left. 

H.au {off): One moment, I have forgotten the little 
pail. 

He co/res in c^air.—^oei to the drink rahinet, pours 

himself cut a t:>n;hhr of neat ksta-hnla, drinh it at on: 

gs'lpy sighs s itb saiisfccticKy picks sip the ice pail end gees 

off egasa. 

{Off.) Hey presto — under titc tap she goes. 

Ti. ere is the sv.cni of an ice tro) e! x king into tl e sink. 
(OjT.) You would like to scramble the eggs, perliaps? 

S.sNDrA: No, thank you — 1 gave that up in the kite 
thirJrs. 
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Mali: One moment — will put back the tray. 
Sandra: No — you take the bucket — ^I’Jl put the tray 
back. 

Hau; It came aU the way &om Detroit, Michigan. 
Sandra: What did? 

Halt: The frig. 

He comes in with the ice bucket, goes to the drink cabinet, 
quickly pours himself out another kala-kala, §ilps it down, 
and is buy mixing the drinks when Sandra rettums, 

Hau: You hke this shining cabinet for the drink? 
Sandra {evasively): I’m sure it’s very useful. 

Hau: That came all the way from Detroit, Michigan, 
too. 

Sandra: Obviously a very up-and-coming little town. 
Halt; There — {he bands her a glass) — ^now we drink — 

but we must make the Toast 

Sandra: Mustwc? 

Hau: I avUI say to you in Samolan words — ‘Welcome 
to my house — ^to my fether’s house, to the house of my 
father’s fether’ — ‘Lanialu i kin awa-lali a um koka a um 
koka um koka.’ 

Sandra: Thank you, Hali — that soimded very 
gracious. {She drinks and gasps.) My God! It’s dynamitcl 
Hau {drinking bis at one go): You should not sip, 
Lady Sandra — ^it should be drinking — ^boum — ^hke sol 
Sandra: No, ihank you — ^I’ve been caught like that 
before. 

Hau: You would like to swim? 

Sandra {startled): SwimI 

Hau: At night the water is warm and smooth to the 
hot body^ — ^it is ripping. 

Sandra: I’m sure it is — but I would really rather go 
home now, if you don’t min d. 
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Hali: You would like me to play the drums? 

Sandba: Another time I would simply adore it — but 
as it is getting late, I think 

Hali: They are war drums — King Kefumalani gave 
them to my fether’s great &ther. 

Sandra: How very sweet of him. 

Hali: King Kefumalani was the last King of Samolo. 
He was assassinated because he made curious practices. 
(He pours himself another drinki) 

Sandra: Please don’t have any more, Hali' — you 
have to drive. 

Hali (laugbhtggaily): You will have one more, too. 

Sandra: I most certainly will not. 

Hali; Then I will not either. (He puts don't! the glass.) 
There. 

Sandra: Good — that’s very considerate of you. 

Halt: But I will play the drums — just once. 

Sandra (sighing hopelessly and sitting down)'. Very 
well. 

Halt: They were not only used for war — they were 
used for great liigh Jinks also. W'hich would you like 
me to play? 

Sandra: Frankly, Hali — ^whichever is the quickest. 

Hali: WTien the drums start there is no time any 
more — you will sec 

Sandra (glancing at her nrisl-nr.tcb)'. Three minutes 
drum plapng and then home — ^that is my final word. 

Hsu (g/e.fuli}): W'c shall sec Oh, we shall ver)' 

much sec! (He drinU bis drink at on' grdp and go's oner to 
tie dm ms.) 

Sandra (pretesting): Hali! You said you wouldn’t — 

Hau (at tie dmms): Listc.n— li'^tcn^ — — 

He ('gins to pii.p tie dmres, ep.ite sfth at frst siith Lie 
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fingers, then more ^dckly and more loudly, until he is 
thumping with all the force of bis bands. Sandra watches 
him in dismcy. It is obvious that be is becoming more and 
more excitable. He begins to sway his bo^ to the rlytbm 
and give little gnmts. Tinally she gets s/p a/id goes over to 
him, 

Sandra: Hali — stop it 

He pays no attention. 

Stop it at once, do you hear me] 

He contins/es to heat the drums lot/der and lottder. She 
tries once more vainly to make him stop, then she ptdls his 
arms away and kicks one of the drstms over. He stands still 
qsnveringfor a moment and then ss/ddenly sehys her in bis 
arms and kisses her passionately. She slaps bis face, 
wrenches herself free, and rtms to the other side of the 
room. 

(Fsniot/sly.) How dare you behave like this — you must 
be out of your mind. 

Halt: We will have oae more beautiful little drink 
and you will forgive me. 

Sandra (firmly): I wiU never forgive you, Hali, 
unless you drive me home at once and stop all this 
idiotic nonsense. 

Hali (at the drink cabinet): You have been very rude, 
Lady Sandra — ^very rude indeed. 

Sandra; Now, look here, Hali 

Halt (pouring himself a stiff drink): You have pushed 
over the drum that King Kefumalani gave to my 
Hther’s great father. That was most vulgar. 

Sandra (trying to control the situation): Will you 
please sit down for a moment, Hali — quite quietly — I 
want you to listen to what I have to say — ^it is very 
important. 
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Ham: I will not sit down. 

Sandra: All right — stand up then. 

Ham: I will sit down. (He siis rather steddenly on a 
chair.) 

Sandra: No.w then. 

Ham: King Kefumakni was a wonderful man — ^he 
had great splendid teeth and 

Sandra: Never mind about King Thingummyjig’s 
teeth for the moment 

Ham: He loved my father’s great father — that is why 
he gave him the drum — and you — a high lady from 
England come all the way to Samolo and kick it over — 
that is bad, bad, bad. 

Sandra: All right, FU pick up the damned drum — 
there. (She does so.) Now are you satisfied? 

Ham (bopefidly)'. You would hke me to play a little 
mote? 

Sandra: No, I wouldn’t I want you to be quiet for a 
minute and listen. 

Ham: If I am quiet and listen, I hear the sea, and if I 
hear the sea when my heart is low and unhappy, I cry, 
and if I cry I go on and on and on and it is most ghastly. 

Sandra; Well, just forget about the sea, there’s a 
dear and listen to me — want you to give me the key 
of ihe car so that I can drive home. If you wish to come 
with me, please do. If, on the other hand, you would 
prefer to stay here and really enjoy yourself with the 
drums I wifi, send somebody back with the car for 
you. 

Ham: It is a very beautiful car — ^it came all the way 
from Detroit, Michigan. 

Sandra: They ought to give you the Freedom of the 
City. 
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Halt {dreamily)'. All the long weary way across the 
sea it came — from 

Sandra: I’m not interested for the moment in where 
it came &om, Mali, but where it’s going to — and it’s 
going back to Government House with me in it — and at 
once. Please give me the key. 

Hau: Umpa tishi twasd makebolo. 

Sandra {irritablj): V^Tiat docs that mean? 

Hali: Tliey are very disgusting words — would 
rather not say. 

Sandra: Give me the key of the car please, Hali. 

Hali: That is most prettjL 

Sandra: What is? 

Hali {pointing to her sapphire and diamond clip): That — 
what docs it mean, please? 

Sandra: It doesn’t mean anything — ^it’s just a 
dip. 

Hali: I will give you a ruby tliat will mean much^ — I 
have many jewds. 

Sandra: I would rather have the key of the car. 

Hali: You are not making enjoyment here? 

Sandra (patiently and slem’ly): No, Hali — it is verj' late 
— and I want to go home. 

Hali: We will have one more sweet little drink 

Sandra {losing her temper): I’ve had enough of this, 
Hali. I was willing to overlook your embarrassing 
behaviour of a few minutes ago because you were 
obviously working yoursdf into a frenzy with those 
idiotic drums and didn’t know what you were doing. 
You arc also ver}’- drunk indeed, and making an abject 
fool of yoursdf, and unless you give me the key of the 
car immcdiatdy and let me go away — I shall never speak 
to you again as long as 1 live. 
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Hali: You aie angry now — that is bad news. 

Sandra: I am worse than angry. I’m bitterly 
disappointed in you and ashamed of myself. 

Halt (cheerfullj)-. Then we will dance. There is no 
music but I will make the rhythm with my feet. (He 
advances towards her.) 

Sandra (backing)'. Please don’t come near me. 

Hau: But we cannot possibly dance one at each side 
of the room — ^it would look sickening. 

Sandra (almost shrieking): I don’t want to dancel 

Hali: Then we will drink. 

Sandra (having an idea)-. All right — ^we’U drink — 
where’s your glass. 

Hali (delisted)-. That is good — ^that is magnificent — 
that is a knock-outi You are a true blue sport 

Sandra (at the drink cabinet, ponring him a full tumbler)'. 
Here. 

Hali (taking it): You too, please. 

Sandra: No — ^I’ ve had enough. 

Hali: Then I will not — ^it is no fun. 

Sandra: Very well — to hell with itl (She pours herself 
a drink and drinks it at one jo.) There 

Halt (drinking his): Wonderful — ^wonderfull This is 
the cat’s whiskers! 

Sandra (clutching her throat): Oh, dear! 

Hali: Do not mind — ^the sharp feeling will pass in a 
moment and the glow will begin. 

Sandra (in a strangled voice): That was very, very silly 
of me. 

Hali: Wait a little — ^you will see how jolly you will 
be — you will be dandng and singing about the room and 
making wisecracks. 

Sandra: I shall be doing nothing of the sort 
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Hau; You do not know the real old kala-fcak — it 
makes strange magic inside. 

Sandra: That’s what I’m a&aid of. 

Hah; You must be brave. You must bum the 
boats. 

Sandra; Fve already singed my digestive tract 

Hauc; In the old days at the big wedding ceremonials 
they would drink kala-kala for three days and nights. 

Sandra: That must have made the honeymoon fmrly 
unnecessary. 

Halt: But the missionaries stopped that too. 

Sandra: Spoilsportsl {She laughs.) 

Hau {}riumphantly)\ There — ^now it begins. 

Sandra: What begins? 

Hau: You start to feel larky. 

Sandra: Oh, Hali, you do say the most idiotic 
things. 

H^: Please to sit down. 

Sandra {siHhtg): Certainly. (She hiccups.) There 
nowl 

Hau; That is very lucky. 

Sandra: Who for? 

Hau; You must have some more — swiftly. 

Sandra: No, I mustn’t (She bicctps again.) Damn. 

Hau (pouring her another drinfiy. Here — do not this 
time drink at one swallow — sip gently 

Sandra: I don’t want it, I ^ you. 

Hau: It is the sure cure — you must 

Sandra (taking the glass)'. “A little learning is a 
dang’rous t^g; Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian 
spring; — ^There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, — 
And drinking largely sobers us again.” Pope. (Sbt 
empties her glass at one^dp again.) Oh dear, I forgot to sip. 
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Hau: Pop^ 

Sandra; Yes — I leamt it -when I was a tiny little 
'girl. 

Hau: You are a Catholic? 

Sandra {giggling)'. No, no, no — ^not the Pope — ^just 
Pope. 

Hau: I do not understand. 

Sandra: He was a poet and he wrote a lot of lovely 
things — “And mistress of herself though China feU” — 
How extraordinary that I should remember that. 
Alexander Pope — ^Bom 1688 — ^Died 1744. There 
now. 

Halt {patiently): Please explain. 

Sandra: Then there was “Little Lamb who made 
thee?” but I tbinb that was Blake. 

Hau: I will have more drink. 

Sandra: Why nod' Why not indeed? “The dew was 
falling &st, the stars begin to blink; I heard a voice; it 
said TDrink, pretty creature, drink.’ ” 

Hau {at the drink cabinet): I beg your pardon — do 
not quite catch 

Sandra: William Wordsworth — ^Bom 1770 — ^Died 
18 JO. I won a prize for reciting poetry at Roedean, yon 
know. 

Hau: What is Roedean? 

Sandra: It’s a girl’s school in Sussex. The air is 
tremendously bradng. 

Hau: Is that a good thing? 

Sandra; Now I come to look back on it Fm not' 
quite sure. I was also captain of the cricket team for 
seven months. I can’t think how I could have been so 
versatile. 

Hau: Ifearlfindinyselfattheseaagain. 
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Sandra: Would you like me to sing you the schooi 
song? It’s very inspiring. 

Halt {delighted)-. You will really sing to me? 

Sandra; Why not? We must all pull out weiglit in 
the boat 

Hali; That wiU be more than delightfuL 1 am 
excessively musical. 

Sandra {getting ttp a irifie nmteadily and ratting her glass): 
Wait a minute — I can’t remember the first line — oh 

yeS' {She tings.) 

O, the cricket First Eleven 
Is the best in aU the land. 

It’s the one above aU others 
We admire on every hand. 

May your scores be never failing 
And your bowling ever true, 

O Noble First Eleven 

Here’s our best of healths to you. 

Hali {confused but appreciative): That was most 
catchy, 

Sandra: They’ve gone. 

Hali; Who? 

Sandra; My hiccups. Please count ten slowly, will 
you, 

Hali: One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, 
nine, ten. 

Sandra; Once mote, please. 

Hali; One, two, three, four, six, seven, eight, nine, 
ten. 

Sandra: You missed out five. You are silly. {She 
laughs inordinately.) 

Hali {pleased): You are happy again now? 

Sandra: Happy as a bee — busy as a sandboy, 
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Halt: I do not understand. 

Sandra: Which pocket do you keep the key of the 
car in? 

Hau (tapping his right band trouser pockety. This one. 

But we will not talk about the car any more It is 

not cheerful — ^we will swim. 

Sandra (meditatively)-. Swim hke a fish — drink like a 
fish — “And under that Almighty fin — the littiest fish 
shall enter in” — Rupert Brooke. 

Mali: You are perhaps a little drunk? That is very 
gay and most funny. 

Sandra: Tight as a tick — tight as a drum (she 

looks psts;^led.) 

Hau (eagerly)'. You would like me to play tlie drum? 

Sandra: Please do — ^it would be delightful. 

Hau (stirprised): You would really like? 

Sandra: But certainly — adore drums — all sorts of 
drums — ^big drums — little drums — kettle drums — oil 
drums — ear drums 

Hau (pleased): You see — ^you arc beginning to make 
the jokes. 

Sandra: I can do better than that — just give me 
time. 

Hau: You would like another drink ? 

Sandra (taking out her compact): Yes, please. 

Hau (gratified): Y’ou really would? 

Sandra (shaking out her powder peeff): Immensely — 
would like to drink a toast to Cuckoo. 

Hau (at the drink cabinet): She is a stupid cow. 

Sandra: Her motives are pure and she speaks 
straight from the shoulder. She has told everybody on 
the island that I have had my face lifted. (She looks at 
herself in the glass.) I wish to God I hadl 
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Haxi: Your face is most glorious, 

Sandra: That’ s going a little Bax, but rhanV you all 
the same. 

Hali (fringing her her dritiM): Here is the rlrtnk. 
Sandra: Put it down on that dear little table — I 'will 
sip it rh5fthmically while you are playing the drums. 
Hali: That will be good. 

Sandra (stveedji): You are stUl quite determined not 
to give me the key of the car — ^before you starts I 
mean? 

Hali {peiiibntly)\ Oh, no, no, no — please to not start 
the argument again. 

Sandra: All right — all right — be it on your own 
head Fire away. 

Halt {enchanted)-. Haha — the evening is once more the 
smashcrool 

He goes to the drums and be§ns to thump them again, 
softly at first then more loudly. Sandra gets tp, a trifle 
msteadily and watches him. Then she begins to dance very 
slightly to the rhythm he is beating. He sees her and ^es a 
loud crow of delight. 

Hali {chanting): Aouna lu trebi — Aouna lu karoma — 
E slunga klabongal 

Sandra (still dancing bsrt shouting to make herself heard)'. 
What does that mean? 

Hali {also shouting gleefully): I will tell you later — ■ 

when we swim in the warm sea 

He hangs louder and louder and beffns to gunt again. 
Sandra dances round him twice in a widening circle. On 
her second time rotmd she flicks tp a bottle from the drink 
cabinet and cracks him on the back of the bead with it. He 
gives a slight groan and staggers back against her — he seh^es 
her in his arms and falls to the ground, dragging her with 
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him. After a while she wriggles free from him and gets sip. 
She stands looking at him anxiously for a moment, then 
kneels down and feels his heart — she gives a sigh of relief— 
then plunges her hand into bis tronser pocket— finds the 
of the car and scrutinises it carefully. 

Sandra: “Do not lift him from the bracken — leave 
him lying where he fell” — William Edmondstone 
Aytoun. Bom 1813. Died 1865. 

She snatches tp her cloak and hag and rsms out of the 
room. 


The Lights Fade. 
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The scene is the verandah. The tim is abotit ei^t d^cjock in the 
morning. 

There is a breakfast table centre. There is also a side 
table upon which are covered dishes, coffee and tea, etc. 

When the cscrtain rises George is just finishing 
his breakfast and reading, desultorily, the Samolan 
Daily Reaper. Christopher comes in. He is 
wearingjodhpurs and an open shirt. 

George: Good morning, Chris. 

Christopher: Good morning, sir. 

George; Been riding? 

Christopher: Yes — ^just to shake up the liver a bit 
after Mitzi’s champagne. 

George: Was it a good party? 

Christopher: It turned into a bit of a rout before the 
end. 

George: Did you bring Lady A. back? 

Christopher: No, she left with Hali Alani. She 
arrived with him too. It causcd.quite a sensation. 

George: Why the devil should it? 

Christopher: Oh, I don’t know. It was a sort of 
a surprise, that’s all. I don’t think Mitzi quite expected 
her. 

George: Well, she invited her — she invited us both. 

Christopher: Oh, had she? I didn’t know. 

George; You should have driven her home. 

Christopher; I offered to, but she said no. You see, 

I was a bit involved myself. 
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George: Oh, you were, were you? 

Christopher: You know how it is, sir. 

George: Not being blessed with the gift of second 
sight, I do not. 

Christopher: Well, you see, Pd had a bit of a row 
with Sylvia last week at the tennis dance — and — ^well — 
we were making it up. 

George: More’s the pity. 

Christopher: I thought you Uked Sylvia, sir. 

George (irritably): It isn’t a question of whether I 
like Sylvia, and I’m not particularly interested in whom 
you quarrel with, but you ought to have had enough 
sense to drive Lady A. home from the party. 

Christopher: But sir . . . 

George: You say it caused a sensation when she 
arrived with Hali. You might have known it would 
cause still mote of a sensation if she left with him. Why 
didn’t you use your head? 

Christopher: As I told you, sir, I did offer to, but 
you see . . . 

George: She ought never to have gone. Now we 
shall have the whole island gossiping. 

Boffin comer in. 

Boffin: Good morning, George. 

George: Good morning. Did you sleep well? 

Boffin: Beautifully, I fed ready for anything. Good 
morning. Captain Mortlock — how was the party? 

Christopher (gliimly): Oh, it was aU right. 

Boffin; Did your hostess oblige with any of her side- 
splitting impersonations? 

George; He was too busy giving an impersonation 
himself to notice. A very good impersonation of a 
damned bad A.D.C. 
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Christopher: Oh,sirl 

George: Go on. Cut along and do a job of work, if 
you’re capable of it. You get on my nerves. 

Christopher ( htiri)i Yes, sir. 

He goes. 

Boffin: Poor boy. You seem rather testy this 
morning. Is anything wrong? 

George: I was ticking him off for not bringing 
Sandra home from the party. 

Boffin: Perhaps she didn’t want him to. 

George: That’s not the point. He should have done 
it whether she wanted him to or not. 

Boffin: It might have caused a mild scandal if he 
had carried her off by force. 

George: I’ve been kicking myself all mght long. 

Boffin: You must be exhausted. 

George: I should never have let her go off alone with 
Hali in the first place. 

Boffin: It didn’t seem to me that you had much 
choice. Anyhow you started the whole thing yourself. 

George: I know I did. But I didn’t mean her to go 
cavorting about all over the island with him. You 
should have seen Cuckoo’s face when they went off 
together! 

Boffin: I did. It’s not a lace I care for. 

George: She’s probably been on the telephone to 
half the Colony by now. 

Sandra comes in. She is looking jresb tsni radiant hut 

she is feeling dreaJf/il. Hern'crer she is making a valiant 

effort to over-ride it. 

Sandra (kissing George): Good morning, darling. 
Good morning. Boffin — ^I do hope that you slept like a 
top. You really were an angel last night to play that 
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hellisli piano so beautifully. It absolutely saved tbe 
situation. I really must apologise for this barbarous 
idea of George’s of having communal breakfast I’ve 
tried to reason with him but he insists. He saw a 
country house comedy once in which everyone was 
feightfiilly witty all through the last act and kept on 
helping themselves to kedgeree. 

G^eorge: You’re very bright this morning. 

Sandra: Why shouldn’t I be? I was up with the lark 
and sitting on my verandah sipping my early tea and 
watching the sunrise. 

George: As your room faces due west, you must 
have had a periscope. 

Sandra: Don’t be so crotchety, dear. I mean I was 
watching the effect of the sunrise. It was spectacular. 
First the mountains turned to pink, and then to mauve 
and blue, and all the palms and things looked emerald 
green and . . . 

Boffin: Like between programmes at the Odeon. 

Sandra {going over to tbe side-fable)'. Isn’t anybody 
going to have anything to eaf {Sbe lifts tbe lid of one of 
tbe dishes.) My God, there really is kedgeree! 

George: What time did you get home? 

Sandra: Oh, not very late. We didn’t stay long. 

George: You should have let Chris drive you back. 

Sandra {helping herself sparingly to food): Why? 

George; It would have looked better. 

Sandra: What nonsense. 

George: It isn’t nonsense. You know how people 
talk. 

Sandra; Hali would have been bitterly hurt if I 
had suddenly abandoned him and gone home with 
Chris. 
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George: You oughtn’t to have gone to the party 
alone with him in the first place. 

Sandra; If you didn’t tvant me to, why didn’t you 
say so? 

George; You know perfectly well I couldn’t^ straight 
out in front of everyone, 

Sandra (coming to the table with her plate)'. Don’t you 
think, darling, that you’re being just the tiniest bit 
unreasonable? First, you ask me to use my ‘woman’s 
wiles’ to fesdnate Hsdi and induce him to modify his 
political opinions— which incidentally he hasn’t the 
feintest intendon of doing — ^tben, when I suggested that 
he should take me to hlitzi’s because you were too lazy 
to go — ^you were so enthusiastic that you practically 
tucked us into the car. 

George: I was not enthusiastic. I tried to get Boffin 
to go with you. 

Sandra; Boffin had a splitting headache, didn’t you, 
dear? 

Boffin: Yes. I had wind under the heart as well and 
a touch of athlete’s foot 

Sandra (to George): And now you turn on me 
because I didn’t leave poor Hali flat and come home in a 
haze of official sanctity with the A.D.C. Poor Chos 
was off duty anyhow, and making heavy weather with 
that girl with the vast bust~Sylvia something or other. 

Boffin; “Who is Sylvia? What is she, that all our 
swains commend her?” 

Sandra (automatically)'. William Shakespeare, Bom 
1564. Died 1616. 

Christopher comes back. 

Christopher: The Chief of Police wants to see you, 
sir. He says it’s urgent. 
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Sandra (wwZrm/a/v'^): Oh! (She gives a bicaip.) There 
now! 

George: What’s the matter? 

Sandra; I’ve got hiccups again. 

Boffin: Again? 

Sandra: I had them in the night. 

George {to Christopher): Tell Bob Frome to come 
out here. 

Christopher; Yes, sir. (He goes.) 

George: I wonder what the blazes is wrong now! 

Boffin: Water off a steel knife. 

George: What are you talking about? 

Boffin: Sandra’s hiccups. 

Sandra: Give me some kala-kala. 

George; You can’t drink that stuff at eight o’clock 
in the morning. 

Sandra: Why not? What’s the time of day got to do 
with it? (She bicatps.) Damn! 

Boffin (bringing ber a glass of water and a knife from tbe 
side table): Here — try the water cure first. 

Sandra (gloomily): It won’t do any good. 

Boffin: Don’t take up a defeatist attitude at the 
outset. Try to have faith. 

Sandra: Kala-kala’s stronger than any feith. That’s 
why the missionaries took such a dim view of it. 

Boffin: Missionaries? 

Sandra: I never really cared much for missionaries 
but I must admit that every once in a while they had 
very sound ideas. 

Boffin (pouring tbe water out of one glass into another over 
a knife): Now — drink it slowly. 

Sandra; White Man’s magic. (She hicctps.) Oh 
dear. 
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George; You oughtn’t to have gone to the party 
alone ■with him in the first place. 

Sandra; If you didn’t -want me to, why didn’t you 
say so? 

George: You know perfectly well I couldn’t, straight 
out in front of everyone. 

Sandra {coming to the table with her plate)-. Don’t you 
think, darling, that you’re being just the tiniest bit 
unreasonable? First, you ask me to use my ‘woman’s 
■wiles’ to fesdnate Hali and induce him to modify his 
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Sandra {involimtarilj)-. OhI (She ^es a hicciip.) There 
nowl 

George: What’s the matter? 

Sandra: I’ve got hiccups again. 

Bofitn: Again? 

Sandra: I had them in the night. 

George {to Christopher): TeU Bob Frome to come 
out here. 

Christopher: Yes, sir. (He goes.) 

George; I -wonder -what the blazes is -wrong no-wl 

Boffin: Water off a steel knife. 

George: What are you talking about? 

Boffin: Sandra’s hiccups. 

Sandra: Give me some kala-kala. 

George: You can’t drin k that stuff at eight o’clock 
in the mo rnin g. 

Sandra: '^y not? What’s the time of day got to do 
with it? (She bkatps^ Damn! 

Boffin (bringing her a glass of water and a knife from the 
side table): Here — try the -water cure first. 

Sandra (gloomily): It won’t do any good. 

Boffin; Don’t take up a defeatist attitude at the 
outset. Try to have fiuth. 

Sandra: Kala-kala’s stronger than any feith. That’s 
why the missionaries took such a dim -view of it. 

Boffin; Missionades? 

Sandra; I never really cared much for missionaries 
but I must admit that every once in a while they had 
very sound ideas. 

Boffin (potrring the water out of one glass into another over 
a knife): No-w — drink it slowly. 

Sandra: ''i^diite Man’s magic. (She hiccups.) Oh 
dear. 
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Robert Frome comes in, followed by Christopher 

wbo stands near the raiL 

George: Good morning. Bob, What’s -wrong? 

Bob: Quite a lot. I’m afraid, sir. (He looks rotmd at 
everyone.) 

George: Would you rather talk to me alone? 

Bob: Well — as a matter of feet 

Sandra: I must know what’s happened. Boffin and 
I are perfectly trustworthy. We won’t say a word if it’s 
all that secret 

Bob: I’m afraid it won’t be a secret long, anyhow. 

Sandra: They’ve gone- 

Bob: I beg your pardon? 

Sandra: Never mind. Go on. 

Bob: Actually I’m glad you’re here. Lady A. I 'waot 
to see you rather particularly. 

George: Don’t be so damned mysterious. Bob. 
Let’s have it What’s happened? 

Bob: It* s Hali AlanL He’s had his head bashed in. 

Sandra: Bashed in'? Oh, surely notl 

Bob: He’s in the hospital now, with concussion. 

George: This is serious. When did it happen? 

Bob: Some time in the early hours of the morning. 
He was found in his beach house at Paiana Bay — ■ 
unconsdous. 

George: Who found him? 

Bob: The local policeman there. He noticed the 
lights were on in the bungalow, so he thought he’d 
better check up. He knocked and got no answer, and so 
he went in and found Hali lying on tiie floor. Ap- 
parently someone had crept up behind him and hit him 
on the head -with a bottle, 

Sandra: How sordid! 
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George: Any finger-prints? 

Bob: My chaps are working on that now. 

Sandra: Ate they, really? 

Bob: Yes — I sent them out there an hour ago. 

Sandra: Very efficient. 

Bob: I understand that you accompanied HaU Alani 
to Mrs. Radlett’s party at the Opula Club, Lady A.? 

Sandra: Yes, I did. 

Bob: Can you remember at what time you left the 
party? 

Sandra: No — not exactly. Chris was there. He saw 
us go. What time would you say it was, Chris? 

Christopher: Oh — ground about twelve-thirty, I 
should think. 

Bob (jo Sandra): And he drove you straight back 
here? 

Sandra (lighting a cigarette)'. Of course. 

Bob: He drove the car himself? There was no 
chauffeur? 

Sandra: No, I only wish there had been. Hali drives 
terribly fast. I can’t bear being driven terribly fast, can 
you. Boffin? 

Boffin: It can be fun if you stick to the wrong side of 
the road. 

Sandra {with vivacity)'. It makes me quite frantic. 
My foot keeps pressing down on an imaginary brake or 
an imaginary clutch. I suppose if one didn’t drive 
oneself it wouldn’t be so bad. It’s like professional 
pilots flying on commercial airlines as passengers. They 
go through absolute tortures on account of knowing 
that something’s wrong ages before anyone else does. 
Do you remember, George, last year when Bogey 
Wading told us about his plane having to make a forced 
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landing in a frightening swamp somewhere or otlicr? 
He said that ... 

GroncE: Never ndnd about Bogey N'CaUing now, 
my Jove. Goon, Bob. 

^ Bon: Wliocver committed the crime must have 
pinched the car too. 

George: Pinched the car? 

Bon: \ cs. It was found smashed up in a ditch about 
.a mile .away from here. 

S.sxDRA; How cstraordinar}! 

Bon (/a SAM>nA): Vou say that JfaJi dropjKcl you 
here at approximately twclve-fony-fivc? 

Sakdra: Vcs. I suppose it would be about that time 
if we left the dub .at twclvc-thirrj’. 

Bon: Tlut means be would have got to the beach 
house at Painna at approxinmtcly onc-forty-fivc if he 
dropped you here at twclve-forty-dvc. Jt isn’t very far 
to Paian.i as the crow (lic.s l>ut that ro.id over the pti< i< 
so twisty that even I lali couldn’t drive very fast on if. 

SakobA: Oh, yes he could. (Sh- reraerr Ltrstif.) I 
mean — jndging hy die way we shot up here— 1 mean 
he s quite capable of hurtling up and down the moun- 
tains life a bullet out of a gun, 

Bor HK: A confuted metaphor. 

Bon: \';'cll, dtanl: you vety much, l.ady A, 1 v-on’t 
Irothcr you any more for the moment. 

bAS'Dr.A: But you're not Ixathcring me in the Ici':, 
Boh. I'm only too delighted to help in any way 3 can. 
Poor Hali, Vthai could he have been up to in a .'tnintr 
little beach hou'e all alone.' 

Gi'oricr: Perlups he wasn't all alone. 

Boa; Ik certainly wasn't. We luxe esxrv' proof of 
that. 
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Sandra: What kind of proof? 

Bob: Well, there were signs that a feirly drunken 
orgy had taken place. 

Sandra; Disgustingl 
Boffin: What sort of signs? 

Bob: Oh, you know — ^the usual thing — cigarette- 
ends, empty botdes, broken glasses, furniture all over 
the place. 

Sandra: It sounds like poor Alice’s flat in Curzon 
Street. 

George: We don’t want to hear about poor Alice at 
the moment, my dear. 

Sandra; I know you never liked her, but she had a 
certain frowsy charm, hadn’t she. Boffin? 

Boffin: Frowsy is the operative word. 

George: We’d better go into my office. Bob. We 
shan’t be interrupted there. 

Sandra: You can’t It’s being ‘done’. I saw seven 
rnaids with seven mops ambling towards it a little while 
ago. 

George (Jo Bob): You say Haii had someone else 
there with Viim, and that he’d been drinking? 

Bob: Yes, sir. 

Sandra; But I always thought Hali was virtually a 
teetotaller. 

Bob: He kicks over the traces sometimes. Once, at a 
party in the hills, he cracked two people’s skulls 
together. 

Sandra: Perhaps it was one of them who cracked his 
last night. After all, fair’s fair. 

George; This is no moment for flippancy, Sandra. 
It’s damned serious. 

Sandra: I’m so surprised at Hali turning out to be a 
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dipsol Why, •tt'c had h'tcraUy to force him to liavc even 
one cocktail here lost night, didn’t ti’c? You were here 
yourself, Dob. You saw. 

Bob: 1 Ic ■was on his best behaviour here, naturally. 

Sandra: I don’t know why you say naturally. 
Cuckoo certainly wasn’t on /^r best bclmaour. 

George: What’s Cuckoo got to do with it? 

Sandra: A great deal. Cuckoo is responsible for 
more than you realise, George. She’s a potnpous, self- 
righteous, meddling ass. 

BorriN: Jfear, hear! 

Sandra; rVnd the next time she brings her half- 
witted, adcnoid.il cliildrcn here I’ll kick tlicm into the 
gold-fish pond. 

Bob: I think I’d better be getting along now, sir. 

GroRcr: Yes. I think perhaps you had. 

Dob: Do you think 1 could do some tclcphniting 
from the A.D.C’s room? It would save time. 

Gror.cra Of course. Take him, Chris. 

CnniSTOpiirR: Yes, sir. 

Bon; Tlianl: you aj^in, I-ady A. (To Gi onci:.) 11! 
keep you posted, sir, as to what happens. 

GroRGi;: Good. Tlunks. 

Bon Ciiri-stopi n'R/o ai//. 

Sandra; WcIII What an cxcitcmcnil 

Groncia 1 <!on’t like this. 1 don’t like thi'^ at all. 

Sandra; Give me some more colTcc. v-D! you. 
Boflin? 

Boi r IN (jaUnr l-fr ttt>> nK^fc'mT tc t}f stAf /j' ’r): 1’1-wk 
or white? 

Sandra: Jet hbek, p!c.isc, dear. 

Cii npr.t ’ I wonder who the »lc\ il did i:? 

Sands a (-''-.'nflj): Did wh.at^ 
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George: Tried to murder Hali, of course. 

Sandra; Murderl Really, George, aren’t you being a 
little melodramatic? 

George: Well, be bad bis bead basbed in -with a 
bottle. 

Sandra: Probably only in fun. 

George: Was be drunk at Mitri’s party? 

Sandra: Of course he wasn’t. He behaved ex- 
quisitely. There’s a certain old world courtesy about 
Hali that I find most engaging. Didn’t you notice it at 
dinner, Boffin? 

Boffin: I was too riveted by Admiral Turing’s 
conversation to notice anything else. I bad no idea 
sailors’ fives were so monotonous. As far as I could 
gather he had Mrs. Turfing in every port 

George: I don’t altogether trust that old-world 
courtesy. I suspect that underneath it he is a horse of 
quite a different colour. 

Sandra: Do you mean a dark-coloured horse or a 
coloured dark horse? 

George: It’s nothing to joke about This business 
might lead to a lot of trouble— bad trouble. 

Sandra; I don’t see any reason to make such a 
terrible issue of it It’s all quite obvious to me. 

George: Oh, it is, is ifc> 

Sandra: Of course. 

George: Perhaps you’ll explain then, if you know so 
much about it. 

Sandra; I don’t hiow anything. But I can make a 
pretty shrewd guess. 

Boffin: So can I. 

Sandra (sbcofh:s him a quick look): What do you mean 
by that? 
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Sandra: Of course. I couldn’t very well have 
walked, could P It’s miles. 

George: You’d be willing to swear to that in a court 
of law? 

Sandra: You always have to swear to everything in 
a court of law on account of them rushing at you with 
that little Bible. 

George: Do you remember which sentry was on 
duty at the door last nighP 

(t^ter an imperceptible pause): Distinctly. The 
very tall thin one with the enormous Adam’s apple. 

George: Did you say good-night to him? 

Sandra: No. I didn’t want to wake him . 

George: Wake him! You mean he was asleep? 

Sandra: Fast asleep. And I for one don’t blame 
him. Having to stand there hour after hour with 
nothing to look at but that awful old banyan tree. It’s 
enough to give one the creeps. 

George: You are teUing me that the sentry on duty 
outside Government House was fast asleep? 

Sandra: If you say anything about it I shall never 
forgive you. I should hate to get the poor boy into 
trouble. 

George: You are telling me the truth, Sandra, aren’t 
you? 

Sandra: George, whatever is the matter -with you? 
You’re behaving exactly like one of those Agatha 
Christie detective inspectors with pin-stripe suits and 
bowler hats. 

George; Are you or are you not t ellin g me the truth? 

Sandra: Of course I am. Why on earth shouldn’t I? 

George; You left the party with Hali. He drove you 
back here . , . 
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like to remind you that this is a very hot and livery 
climate, fer, far removed from the bracing, invigorating 
hreeaes of Iduddersdeld, 

George; I haven’t set foot in Huddersfield for 
fifteen years. 

Sandra: That in itself is a shameful admission and 
only proves how dismally ambition and the lust for 
power has corrupted you. A man who will ruthlessly 
ab^don his own birthplace and cold-shoulder his 
childhood playmates merely for political advancement — 
the man who would do these things — ^the man who 
would so complacently betray his ideals, is most 
certainly not the man I married. Where — ask you — ^is 
the man I married? 

George: Standing directly in front of you, my love, 
and stop talking nonsense. 

Sandra: I am willing to forgive yon for your curious 
bc^viour this morning because it is my considered 
opinion that you are far from well. 

George; Sandra , . . 

Sandra; Doctor Crosbie said only the other day 
when you were gorging those Bombay mangoes at 
lunch, that you were insulting your metabolism. 

George: My metabolism, Sandra, has nothing what- 
ever to do with the subject under discussion. 

Sandra: Of course if you wish to insult your 
metabolism from morning till night that is entirely your 
own affair. But for you to insult me with your base 
insinuations and lascivious inuendoes in front of poor 
BofSn who has come all the way out here to relax and 
bask in this glorious climate 

George: You said just now that it was hot and 
livery. 
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breeaes of Huddersfield. 
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the man who would do these things — the man who 
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Sandra; I am willing to forgive you for your curious 
behaviour this mo rnin g because it is my considered 
opinion that you are far from well. 

George: Sandra . . . 

Sandra: Doctor Crosbic said only the other day 
when you were gorging those Bombay mangoes at 
lunch, that you were insulting your metabolism, 

George; My metabolism, Sandra, has nothing what- 
ever to do with the subject under discussion. 

Sandra: Of course if you wish to insult your 
metabolism from morning till night that is entirely your 
own affair. But for you to insult me with your base 
insinuations and lascivious inuendoes in front of poor 
Boffin who has come all the way out here to relax and 
bask in this glorious climate 

George; You said just now that it was hot and 
livery. 
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ACT HI: Scene II 


Tbt verandah. Ahotrtfonr hours later. 

As the curtain rises, Sanyamo comes in, 
followed bj PuNALO Alani. 

Sanyajio: Excellency ha-anu watn dua moa. 

PuNAxo: Luka, Sanyamo. 

Sanyamo: Punalo Alani koka kan gula? 

PuNAxo: O-o luka, Sanyamo. In this particular place 
it is more fitting that we speak English. 

Sanyamo: Yes, sir, Punalo Alani. You will please to 
sifc> 

Punalo (seating himself)'. Thank you. 

Sanyamo: Cigarette? 

PuNAxo: No, thank you. Not for the moment 

Sanyamo: Your son Hali Alani was here last night 

PuNAxo: Yes, I know. 

Sanyamo: He is a strong, beautiful man. He walk 
long long time in garden with Lady Excellency and she 
give him white flower. 

Punalo: Did she indeed? 

Sanyamo: Then they sit together on verandah quite 
close and talk and talk, and visiting gentleman play piano 
inside. 

Punalo: Thank you, Sanj-amo. 

Sanyamo: Then away they go — ^piff-paff in the 
motor-car — quick like light 

Punalo: At what time did Lady Excellency return? 

Sanyamo: Twenty-five minutes past four. I check 
with sentry. 
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George (ivitb rather overdone airiness): Have it your 
own way. 

PuNALO: The incident occurred at his beach house 
at Paiana Bay during the early hours of this morn- 
ing. 

George (comfortingly): I shouldn’t attach too much 
importance to it if I were you. He was probably having 
a bit of a party with a few fidends and someone spoke 
out of turn. Boys wiU be boys, you know. 

PuNALo: My son has four wives, your Excellency. I 
think we may safely assume that he has passed the age of 
puberty. 

George: Oh! He has four wives, has he? Nobody 
ever told me that before. 

PuNALO: Only one is oflScial according to the rites of 
the Christian faith. The other three are what you might 
call supplementary auxiliaries. 

George: I might, but I doubt if I should. 

PuNALO: The customs of a country when deeply 
embedded in centuries of tradition are difficult to 
uproot That is the rock upon which many so-called 
progressive policies are apt to founder. 

George: Possibly. But I gather that you didn’t 
come all the way up here to discuss progressive policies 
or your son’s domestic problems. 

Pdnaio: No, Your Excellency. I came to discuss 
yours. 

George: hline? 

PuNALo: Yes. It seems to me, in view of the present 
unfortunate situation, that they might become con- 
siderably embarrassing. 

George; '^iffiat unfortunate situation? What arc you 
talking about? 
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PuNALo: Good. 

Saki'amo: She not come back through main gate. 
She climb through hibiscus hedge and creep softly up 
drive like mouse. 

PuNALO: Did sentry see her? 

Sanyamo: Yes. But he pretend look other way. He 
is verj' devoted to Lady Excellency, She give him 
Jacqmar scarf for his girl and rattle with small bell for 
baby, 

PuNALO: I see. 

Sanwamo: Nalcena spend two hours trj'ing to fix 
Lady E.xccllcnc}-*s evening shoes, but no use. They’ve 
had it. 

PuNALo: Thank you, Sanyamo. You have told his 
Excellency’ that I am here? 

SANYAxro: Yes. He come now. 

George cokcs in. SANVAsto Im't and gon cut. 

PuNALO ALA.\t rises. 

George (^sbaklnj^ bands): Good morning, Punalo .Mani, 

PuKALo; Your ExccUcncy' does me great honour. 

George (pith slight brstsqsieness): I got your message 
saying that you wanted to see me and that it was 
urgent. 

Punalo: That is so. Excellency. 

George.’ Then sit down and tell me what’.s.on your 
mind. 

Punalo: Very well. (He sits.) 1 presume that you 
arc aware that my son Hali kas met with a slight 
aeddent? 

Gitonor; '^'cs. I believe I did hear somctliing about 
it. He got beaten up, didn’t he? 

Punalo: Beaten down I think would lx: a mote 
accurate description. 
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George {rvifb rather overdone airiness): Have it your 
own way. 

PoNALo: The inddent occurred at his beach house 
at Pakna Bay during the early hours of this mom- 
ing. 

George (comfortingly): I shouldn’t attach too much 
importance to it if I were you. He was probably having 
a bit of a party with a few fiaends and someone spoke 
out of turn. Boys will be boys, you know. 

PuNALo: My son has four wives, your Excellency, I 
think we may safely assume that he has passed the age of 
puberty. 

George: Oh! He has four wives, has he? Nobody 
ever told me that before. 

PuNALo: Only one is offidal according to the rites of 
the Christian feith. The other three are what you might 
call supplementary auxiliaries. 

George: I might, but I doubt if I should. 

PuNAio: The customs of a country when deeply 
embedded in ceatudes of tradition are difficult to 
uproot That is the rock upon which many so-called 
progressive polides are apt to founder, 

George: Possibly. But I gather that you didn’t 
come all the way up here to discuss progressive polides 
Of your son’s domestic problems. 

PuNALO: No, Your Excellenc}'. I came to discuss 
youts. 

George: Mine? 

PuNALO; Yes. It seems to me, in view of the present 
unfortunate situation, that they might become con- 
siderably embarrassing. 

George: What unfortunate situation? What are you 
talking about? 
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PUKALO: M)" son, as you arc aware, is in a posiuon 
of great political importance. 

George: In that ease perhaps it would be better if he 
were a teetotaller. 

PuNALO: Sir Winston Churchill isn't. 

George: Be that as it may, it seems to have little 
bearing on the present discussion. 

Punalo: I am willing to admit that my son occasion- 
ally disregards the responsibilities of his high oflicc and 
behaves, shall we say, a trifle impetuously. 

George; I wish you would come to the point, 
Punalo Alam’. 

PuKALO; Your wife — Lady Alexandra 

Gix)RGe: I think perhaps it would be ns well if we 
left my wife’s name out of this conversation. 

Punalo: That, I fear, is impossible, as she is tlic cros 
of the whole aflair. 

George {bh Unptr freeing)'. What the dcsdl do you 
mean? 

PuNAJX): You know perfectly well what took place 
last night at my son’s beach house, don’t you. Your 
Excellent:}? 

George: What 1 know or do not know is beside the 
point. Please say what you have to say, as briefly a< 
po.ssibic. 

Punalo: 1 agree. Time is infinitely precious to us. 
Enlcss we work swiftly and in the closest co-operation 
we sliall lx: unable to avert a grave public scandal. 

George; What on cartli arc you talking about? 

PunaIjO (ir.-fxorcb/j): A scandal that will not only do 
irreparable damage to your wife’s reputation, but 
that might po'sibly result in your Ixfing forced to 
resign your position as Governor of tliis island. 
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■would be a fetal blow to your career and a grievous 
deprivation for my people, ■who love and honour you 
borii. 

George: Skip the flo-wery compliments for the 
moment, Punalo. Whatever you may think you kno^w 
and whatever you may think I know, you ha^ven’t got 
one shred of proof that my ■wife went to the beach house 
with Hali last night 

Punalo: As a matter of feet, I have. Irrefutable proof. 

George: What is it? 

' Punalo: A sapphire and diamond clip inscribed, 
with some austerity, on the gold underpart 'Sandra from 
George’, 

George: Give it to me at oncel 

Punalo: That I cannot do. It is in my safe at home. 

George; Who found it? 

Punalo: The night ■watchman. But do not be 
alarmed, he cannot read. 

George; Why didn’t you bring it with you? 

Punalo: It is better where it is for the moment. 

George: I can hardly bring myself to believe that a 
man of your eminence could sink so low as this, Punalo 
Alani. How much do you want? 

Punalo: If you ate suspecting me of blackmailing 
you for money. Your Excellency, you are very foolish. 
I am a considerably richer man than you arc ever likely 
to be. 

George; I have no idea what devious motive you 
have in all this, but whatever it is I’ll have no part of it. 
Is that cleat? 

Punalo: No, Your Excellency. That won’t do, that 
Won’t do at aU. For Heaven’s sake put aside your pride 
and anger and reflect calmly for a moment The situation 
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is too serious to be dismissed widi a fer^y bitter words. 

George; I have no intention of being blackmailed 
by you or anybody else. 

PuNALO {suddenly raising his voice authoritatively): Stop 
blustering, Your Excellency. You are in an extremely 
delicate position. We live in an age of publicity. If any 
mention of last nigbf s regrettable incident gets into the 
local newspapers it will be only a noatter of hours before 
it is headlined across the world. 

George; Why should it get into the local news- 
papers? 

PuNALo; The feet that my son was attacked is already 
known. Reporters and photographers have been 
besieging the hospital since early this morning. So fer 
no statement has been made- But a statement must be 
made within the next few hours. A suitable culprit 
must be procured to confess to the attempted murder of 
my son. 

George: Attempted murderl Damned nonsense! 

PuNALo: It is also known that Lady Alexandra left 
Mrs. Radlett’s party at the Opula Club alone with my 
son. Unless we can establish a water-tight alibi for her, 
nothing can save her from being hopelessly com- 
promised. 

George; Hali brought my wife back to this house 
last night at twelve-forty-five precisely. 

PuNALo; To quote your own words at a recent 
meeting of the Executive Committee, ’“Do not let us 
build the structure of our policy upon the shifting sands 
of illusion.” 

George (after a sligft pause): What did you mean Just 
now when you said that a suitable culprit must be 
procured? 
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PuNALO (with a faint smile): Exactly what I said. 
Fortunately I have a few ‘possibles’ lined up already. 

George: You mean that a man will be bribed to 
confess to a crime of which he is completely innocent? 

PoNALo: Certainly. He will be tried and sentenced to 
a term of imprisonment. After a few days he wiU 
escape to one of the other islands. It is quite easy to 
arrange, 

Gbot^.gz (exploding): Of all the immoral, corrupt . . . 

PuNALO: Try to be realistic. Your Exc^ency. 

George: Do you seriously imagine that even in 
order to shield my wife I would allow a man to be 
convicted of a crime he didn’t commit? 

PuNALO: The choice lies between that and allowing 
your wife to be convicted in the eyes of the world of a 
crime she did commit. 

George: Ccimel She was defending her honour 
from the disgusting advances of your inebriated son. 

PuNALO; Your wife is a very attractive and cha rm i n g 
woman. And as you said yourself a little while ago, 
“Boys will be boys." 

George; What is your object in all this, Punalo Alani? 

PuNALo: I wish to save Lady Alexandra &om the 
degradation of a public scandal. I am devoted to her. 
We all are. I should hate to see her subjected to the 
vulgariries of modem journalism. I can visuahse only 
too clearly the inevitable headlines: ‘Governor’s Wife 
in Beach House Brawl’ — ^‘Governor’s Lady Bashes Boy- 
Friend rvith Bottle in Luxury Bungalow* . 

George: What do you want? What are you after? 

Punalo; I have already told you. To avoid a 
scandal and save tlie reputation of a gracious and 
duirming lady. 
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George; Then why not give the clip back and say 
nothing about it? 

PuNAxo; The dip, as I have already said, is of no 
importance in itself. It only might be considered of 
value if it could be used as a lever. 

George: Lever? 

PuNALO; To prise loose perhaps a little of Your 
Excellency’s political dogmatism. 

George: Are you presuming to dictate to me, 
Punalo AJani? 

PuNAxo: Frankly, yes, and I am sure that when your 
immediate irritation subsides, you will be the first to see 
that I am in an admirable position to do so. 

George: Now see here, Punalo Alani 

PuNAXO {disrtgarding him)'. I wiU even go so fer as to 
deliver an ultimatum. 

George: You can deliver ultimatums until you are 
blue in the fece, Punalo Alani, but I suggest that you 
deliver them by letter as I have no intention of tolerating 
this discussion for a moment longer. 

PuNAXo (inexorably): My ultimatum is this. Unless 
you give me your solemn promise as a man of honour 
that you will veto the Public Conveniences Bill, and in 
addition to that, withdraw your allegiance to 
Samolan Socialist National Party at the forthcoming 
elections, I will show your wife’s clip to the Press and, 
to coin a phrase, bust the works wide open. 

George: I’ll see you in Hell first! 

At this moment Sandra comes in with Boffin- 

Sandra (sdth quiet defiance): I have been for a drive, 
George, with Bolfin. He has a stop-watch and we have 
kept a time chart in case there should be any mis- 
understandings afterwards. We left here in the Vauxhall 
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at deven-five exactly. You can check that with lie 
sentry, he was wide awake. We stopped at Caldwell’s at 
eleven-thirty-two because BofSn wanted to buy a 
rubber sponge and some Eno’s Fruit Salts. We left 
there at eleven-forty-two and arrived at the Royal Turtle 
Hotel at twdve-seven by the hotd dock and twdve- 
thr^ by Boffin’s watch. We had a very nasty rum 
punch each and left there at twelve-twenty-six, and 
here we are. Time please. Boffin. 

{looking at bis mtcb): One-ten. 

Sandra; Good morning, Punalo Alani. What a 
surprise to find you here. How is your son? 

Punalo: He regained consdonsness at nine-five and 
was sick at nine-twenty-two. 

George: Punalo and I are having a private con- 
versation, Sandra. 

Sandra: In that case you should be in your office. 
This is a communal verandah. We can’t sit in the hall, 
the drawing-room’s covered in dust sheets, and the 
garden’s too hot. 

George: Sandra . . . 

Sandra {iffioniing bwi): Ring for Sanyamo to bring 
the drinks, will you, Bof^? The bell’s by the door. 

Boffin; Wiffi all the pleasure in the world. I can 
still taste that beasdy rum. 

Sandra: Have you asked Punalo Alani to stay to 
lunch, George? 

George: No. I most certainly have not. 

Sandra; Then all I can say is that it’s most in- 
hospitable of you. 

George: Punalo Alani came here to discuss business, 
Sandra. (He /eat; Punalo.) Vet}’ unpleasant business. 

Sandra: Well, there’s a time and a place for every- 
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thing, even unpleasantness, and this isn’t either. (To 
PuNALO.) You -will stay, won’t you? 

PuNALo: You are very gracious, Lady Alexandra. 

Sandra: There’s only curry, but there’s masses of it 

PuNALo: I really think that perhaps I 

Sandra: Of course if you don’t hke curry we could 
have an egg dish whipped up for you in a flash 

PuNALO: It was not because of the curry that I 
hesitated. Lady Alexandra, as a matter of fact I am 
exceedingly fond of it. 

Sandra: That’s settled then. (To Boffin.) You’ve no 
no idea how marvellously they do it here. It’s the 
trimmings that make the whole difference. Chopped 
mangoes, grated coconut, sliced papaya, feied banana 
and little bits of bacon and kri-kri nuts — and you mash 
the whole caboodle into a sort of ambrosial dog’s dinner 
and it’s hot as hell and blows your head right off. 

Boffin: I’ve always longed to have my head blown 
right off. 

George: Come to my office, will you please, Punalo? 

Sandra (firmly): No, George — ^I really can’t allow 
that. Once you get into that office there’s no getting 
you out agaim Lunch is practically ready now, and 1 
don’t want it ruined. 

SANYAiio comes in wiih the drink tray. 

Boffin /o //): Thank GodI 

Sandra: I hope there’s a ‘Westward Ho’ in the 
shaker, Sanyamo? 

Santaiio: Yes, my lady. 

Sandra; Good, You can leave i^ then. We’Jl help 
ourselves. 

Santamo: Very good, my lady. 

Sandra (to Punalo): ‘Westv-ard Ho’ is our own 
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kala-kala speciality. I love kala-kaJa. It makes one so 
cheeiful and uninhibited. 

Bofein: The hair of the dog. 

Bunalo: I have some of the old much-mellowed 
kala-kala in my cellars. Lady Alexandra. I woihd be 
delighted to send you a case if you would accept it. But 
I must warn you that it is very, very strong. 

Sandra; I had a feeling that it might be. Thank you, 
Punalo Alani. There is nothing I should like more. 
Christopher comes in. 

Christopher: Hali Alani is here, Lady A. He^says he 
wants to speak to you privately and that its very 
important 

Sandra (io Santamo, ipbo is having)'. Two extra for 
lunch, Sanyamo. 

Sahtamo; Very good, my lady. {He goes) 

George; Well, Fil be dWnedl 
Sandra: You really must try to cultivate a little tnore 
social poise, George — World Revolution or no World 
Revolutioii. Bring Hali in, Chns. Tell him "we can talk 
privately after lunch but certainly not before. I m 
&mished. (To George, gaily) I might take him for a 
little walk in the garden — if he can stand up after last 
nightl 

Christopher: All right. Lady A. 

He gies. i , 

Boffin {handing round cocktails')'. Cocktail, Mr. Alani. 

Punalo {taking one)'. Thank you. 

Boffin: We haven’t been officially introduced. My 
name is Blair-Kcnnedy. 

Punalo; I knew your fether well, Mr. Kennedy. I 
was liis fag at Eton. 

Boeein; I do hope he was nice to you. He was 
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hoodd to me. (Offering a cocktail to George.) George? 

George: No, t hank s. I don’t approve of drinkin g in 
the middle of the day, and I don’t approve of kala-kala 
at any time. 

Sandra: Don’t say that, dear, when Punalo Alani is 
just embarking on it You’ll give him a guilt comples. 

George: I should think his own conscience would do 
that. 

Sandra: Do relax, Georgel You can be as cross as 
you Hke again after lunch, but do stop s narlin g now, 
there’s a dear. (She pats bis arm affectionately 1) Oh, by the 
way, I forgot to teU you, I met that scru^ little reporter 
from the Daily Proper in the town. Just as we were 
coming out of Caldwell’s. 

George (sharply)'. What did you say to him ? 

Sandra: Nothing much. He begged me with tears in 
his eyes to give him an exclusive interview. 

George: What about? 

Sandra: Oh, I don’t know. The Women’s Feder- 
ation, I expect, or the Hospital Fund, or some of my 
other island activities. 

Boffin: They’d certainly make fascinating reading. 

Sandra: Be quiet. Boffin dear. (To George.) 
There’s no need to look so stricken, George. I told him 
I never gave Press interviews and that he’d better talk to 
you. He’s coming at four-thirty. 

George; Then he can go away again. 

Sandra: It would be churlish to refuse to see him. 
Just fob him off with a few little anecdotes about your 
early struggles. 

George: IPs not my early struggles he wants to hear 
about, Sandra. It’s your recent ones. 

Sandra (preetlyp. Hush, George, I can see in your 
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eye that you are on the verge of being indiscreet 

Halt comes in. He looks far from well, and bis bead is 

bandaged. CBmsropHZK follows him. 

(Advanaiig to meet him.) How nice of you to come. 
Hah, Your father’s already here. It’s quite a family 
party, isn’t ih“ 

Hail (bowing as be shakes hands')'. I knew that my father 
would be here. That is one of the reasons that I came. 

Sandra (looking at his bandage)'. Poor Hali. You did 
get a wallop, didn’t you? 

Hali: There is much that I would say, but I cannot 
find words. 

George; Of all the barefaced impertinence . . . 

Hali: I appreciate the conflict that chums your 
breast. Your Excellency. I apologise with much 
humbleness. For my father I apologise also, 

PoNALO (angril)): You are behaving like a fool, Hali, 
Please go home at once. 

Hah (also angrily): E imbaJaaki lu Kokai 

PuNALo: Hola awa-iali an kin rooa. Lu sumpaali 
twaddidi. 

Hau: Lu dabaani kokalo e bero liaki, Gonbaana 
Gonbaaoal 

PuNALO (I'ialently): Somba Kalo um Dokal Sotnba 
Guiana koobl 

Sandra: Do speak in English, both of you. You 
sound like a Yugoslavian Drama FestivaL 

Hali: I apologise again, Lady Sandra. This time for 
the filthy manners both of my shameful father and myself. 

Sandra; It doesn’t matter all that much, Hali. It's 
just that it’s tantalising for us not to know what you’re 
saying to each other. 

Boffin: I can give a rough guess. 
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Halt: Another reason I came. Lady Sandra, was to 
bring you back your most pretty diamond and sapphire 
clip. 

PuNALO {involuntarily)'. Halil 

Hali (iff wring him)'. It was found in my car early this 
morning. {He takes the clip from bis pocket and hands it to 
Sandra.) 

Sandra (taking it): How thoughtful pf you, Halil 1 
can’t thank you enough. I knew I must have dropped it 
somewhere. I’m always doing things like that I once 
lost a pearl necklace in a street fight Of course they 
weren’t real pearls and it wasn’t a real street fight — ^just a 
film premise. 

Boffin: It’s the sentimental value that counts. 

Hai.i: It is most dismal to lose something of senti- 
mental value. 

Boffin; Yes. Like India. 

Sandra {bolding ip the clip to George): Well, this is 
crammed with sentiment for me. Do you remember it, 
darling? 

George {ffimly): Only too well. 

Boffin {to Hali): Would you like a cocktail? 

Hali {repressing a shudder): No, thank you. I am 
upon the wagon. 

PuNALo: That is good news, my sonl 

George: Better late than never. 

Sandra: George! 

Hali (looking fixedly at bis father): I have more good 
news also for my father. It will exhilarate him tip-top. 

PuNALO: What is it, Hali? 

Hali: The man who made the sharp violent attack on 
me and stole away my sweet cat, has given himself up to 
the police. 
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PuNALO {immouei)'. 'WHch on the Ust? Number two 
01 number three? 

Hau; Number three. Unfortunately number two is 
in Honolulu. 

Punalo {smiling at George): Good. We have used 
bim before. He is quite reliable. 

BoFKtN.* Imagine our eiEdteroent if only we knew 
what the hell they were talking about? 

Hau: I do not like the dirty games. Father. You 
niust please to explain to His Excellency that he has not 
the obligations of any sort. 

PuNALo ifesi^ed)'. That is understood, my son. 

Hah; You will also make the lowest apology to His 
Excellency for your most naughty waste of his time. 

PuNAio: That too is understood, my son. 

George: Just a minute (To Haxi.) Who is this 

tnan you say has given himsdf up? 

PwALO: He is a fanatic. He has already made several 
attempts to injure my son. Each time he has been 
imprisoacd, and each time — strange enough — he has 
managed to make his escape. It is very disquieting. 

Sakdra: I am gratefhl to you, Hali. For all the 
trouble you have taken. 

Hau; I would make the most untold efforts to 
return myself into your best graces. 

George: Does the Chief of Police know about this? 

Hau; Yes. It was to him that the poor foolish fellow 
abandoned hirnsclf. 

Sandra: You put things so graphically, Hali. You 
will stay to lunch, won’t you? 

Hau (looking at George): Perhaps His Escellencj' 

Sandra: I am sure His Excellency will be enchanted. 
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I wonder if curry is good for concussion? . 

Hali: I have taken the liberty of bringing you a small 1 
gift. Lady Sandra. In the event that you would pardon | 
my foolishness and no longer frown on me with dis- 1 
pleasure. It is outside in the ball i 

Sandra: How very sweet of you, Hali. What is it? 

Hali: It is an ancient native drum that was given to 
my father’s great father by King Kefumalani. 

Sandra: How esdangl George, you must learn to 
play it after lunch. It will sort of release you. 

Hmj. (sifictrelyy. You have then really forgiven me? 

Sandra: Of course I forgive you, Hali. I hope too 
that you will forgive me. 

Boffin: I’m still confused, but this is obviously a 
beautiful moment 

Hali: But Your Excellency, you still have the black 
look. 

Sandra: He can’t help that He comes from the 
Black Country. 

George Q-elentin^: Thank you, Halii You have 
behaved exceedingly well. Which is more than I can say 
for your father. 

PuNALO: “To err is human — to forgive, divine.” 

Sandra: Pope again. 

Halt: Bom 1688. Died 1744. 

Santamo {entering'. Luncheon is served. Your 
Excellencies 1 


The Curtain Falls. 


